Gilded and Ghosted 


By 


H G Tudor 


All Rights Reserved 
Copyright 2016 


Gilded and Ghosted 


By 
H G Tudor 


All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in 
a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, 
electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, 

without the express written permission of the publisher. 


Published by Insight Books 


The Five Central Questions to a Lesser Degree 


I have come across these five questions on a number of occasions. 
They are often regarded as the five fundamental queries which are 
raised about our behaviour. They are usually answered in a forthright 
manner by certain commentators in order to drive the message home. 
However, these observations and answers are provided by people who 
are not of our kind. They are naturally entitled to comment but the 
true value arises from someone who is on the other side of the fence, 
the perpetrator of the actions, the doer. Furthermore, the usual 
observations are provided without regard to the fact that narcissists 
are both similar yet different because we operate in certain schools 
which are linked to our degree of functioning and malign outlook. 
Accordingly, the traditional answer provided to one of these questions 
may be correct for the greater of our kind, but not for the mid-range 
or for the lesser narcissist. Here are the five answers to the five central 
questions, beginning with those of our kind who are from the lesser 
school. 


T. Do we know what we are doing? 


The lesser does not know. He or she is a creature of knee-jerk 
reactions, impulse responses and almost machine like programming. 
The lesser narcissist behaves in his or her manner as a matter of 
routine response. Push button A and you will get response A. Push 
button B and you will get response B. It is an unsophisticated system 
for an unsophisticated person. The lesser narcissist is something of a 
blunt instrument and has no understanding as to why he or she acts in 
this way. Out of all of our kind if you try to get a lesser to understand 
what they are doing, that they must realise what is happening and 
they are aware of their behaviour, you really may as well go and find 
a brick wall and slam your head against it as it will be more 
productive. The lesser does not know and your questions will only 
serve to enrage him for yes, again reasons he does not know, only that 


he knows he does not like your questions and he wants you stop 
asking them so you had better do so or else. 


I Do you know that you are hurting people? 


The lesser may be low-functioning but he or she will know that he or 
she is hurting people. They are not so stupid as not to not recognise 
that whatever he or she is doing is causing pain, distress and upset to 
somebody else. They recognise such emotions even though they do 
not feel those emotions themselves. They see the product of their 
behaviours and like all of our kind extract fuel from this although they 
will not understand that this is what they are doing. They will not 
recognise the concept of fuel. Instead the lesser narcissist will just 
regard the reaction of the victim as their own fault and they deserved 
it because they did something the narcissist did not like. The lesser 
often cannot even point to what it is that the victim has done that has 
provoked the annoyance, the irritation and the ignition of fury and 
being invited to do so just increases the hostile reaction. There are 
occasions when the lesser will respond sometimes with something 
specific but more often with a general expression along the lines of: 


“You just wind me up.” 
“You know how to push my buttons.” 
“You get on my nerves.” 
“You really bug me sometimes.” 


The lesser experiences the irritation, the annoyance and the ignition of 
fury but does not know why and therefore he is not in a position to 
tell you what it is that has caused him to hurt you, but he just has to, 
because once he has, the irritation and so forth recedes. He has 
gathered fuel and addresses the restlessness that comes with the low 
provision. He has gathered fuel and repaired the wound caused by 
your criticism (real or more likely perceived) but he doesn’t not know 
that this is the process. He sees the hurt he causes but has no idea why 
he is doing it. 


1. Is the behaviour deliberate? 


With the lesser it is not deliberate. He or she does not plan to respond 
in the way that he or she does, it just happens. There is no scheming 
or plotting with the lesser narcissist, they are not of sufficient function 
to achieve this. In the same way that if you are hit on the knee with a 
small hammer there will (usually) be a reflexive action, it is the same 
for the lesser. He needs fuel, although he does not realise this. He 
needs to provoke you but again does not realise this. He just reacts 
and responds. He is a victim of some unseen and unknown higher 
force that causes him to react. He is already programmed this way but 
has not been granted any insight or understanding into why he acts as 
he does. This is why the lesser narcissist will never accept there is 
anything wrong with him, why he will never admit that he is defective 
in some way and why he will never concede that he is a narcissist. 
This is how he is. Isn’t everyone else this way as well? He has no 
ability to recognise what he is doing. I appreciate that this is often one 
of the hardest things for a victim to understand. Surely the narcissist 
knows what he or she is doing? How can they not see it? If you can, 
why can’t they? This is because they have been wired in a different 
way to you and with a lesser narcissist this means that their world 
view is so different that they consider it the only way that people 
behave and that there is nothing wrong with it. 


1. Can you control it? 


In the same way that you might think that the lesser narcissist must 
surely understand what they are doing, you would expect that they 
can control it. The answer is that they cannot. As I have explained, 
their responses are programmed and they do not act in the same way 
as you. It is knee-jerk, immediate and automatic. For instance, let us 
say that you are walking along the street when you see a large man 
running towards you. You will do the following: 


a. Regard the behaviour that you can see; 
b. Evaluate what that behaviour means; 
c. Consider the range of responses available to you; 


d. Consider the most appropriate to the situation; 
e. Consider the consequence of such action; 
f. Execute your response. 


Thus you realise the man is just out jogging because as he nears you 
he is wearing sports kit and headphones, so you keep on walking and 
smile at him, he returns the smile and all is well. 


The lesser narcissist sees the behaviour and then responded. Parts b 
through to e are omitted. This is why the response, viewed through 
your world lens, may seem disproportionate, outrageous and wrong. 
To the lesser narcissist, it just is and why are you complaining about 
it? 

The lesser narcissist has an extremely low ability to control his 
behaviours because of this programming. Whereas the mid-range and 
greater (as I shall explain separately) can exert control, evaluate and 
form decisions before responding, the lesser cannot. This is why lesser 
narcissists have a greater propensity to more extreme responses, 
including physical violence, because they cannot control their actions 
and do not evaluate the repercussions of that action. They just react. 


T; Can they stop it? 


It is often thought that our kind can stop our behaviours and therefore 
if we do not we must be enjoying what we are doing. With the lesser 
of our kind they can no more stop what they are doing than you can 
halt a runaway train with your bare hands. The lesser is a creature of 
response and reaction. It happens and if you are in the way when it 
happens, that is your fault. He does not know why he behaves this 
way so has no basis for stopping it. He is programmed to respond in a 
knee-jerk manner and therefore is unable to stop the behaviour. If you 
tell him to stop, you are tapping in to this inability to control his 
behaviour and this amounts to fuel or a criticism (if delivered emotion 
free) but in either instance all it will do is cause the behaviour to 
continue, although the lesser will not know this. In some respects, this 
lack of understanding, insight and control makes the lesser of our kind 
a pitiful creature but in other respects it makes him especially volatile 


and dangerous. 


The Ten Empathic Obligations 


In order to manipulate you and control you, we rely on certain 
behaviours which cause you to act out of fear. Fear of injury, 
isolation, financial ruin, loss of your home or loss of your children. We 
also rely on your deeply embedded sense of obligation. Owing to your 
honesty and decency, you feel need to do certain things. Your sense of 
obligation is greater than normal and we exploit this in the following 
ways: 


1. You feel responsible for us 


So much of what we do is of our own doing. In fact, next to nothing is 
caused by you when looked at through your worldview. From our 
perspective you are responsible for everything. It is always your fault 
and we repeatedly project and blame-shift in order to condition you to 
feel responsible for us. You already have a sense of responsibility 
towards us. You feel a sense of responsibly to nearly everybody 
because of the fact you are caring and compassionate. This increases 
when it comes to us because we are your intimate partner and you 
believe that it is the intimate partner who ranks amongst the highest 
who deserve such responsibility. This increases again when you realise 
that we have certain flaws and you feel a need to take on 
responsibility for them. Indeed, combine this natural state with the 
conditioning that we cause and you become someone who is over- 
responsible for us. 


1. You feel that you owe us 


Once again this is a combination of the natural and the condition. You 
have been given such a wonderful time during the seduction period, 


given so much both material and emotional that you feel you do owe 
us. You are also a person who is polite and well-mannered and you 
feel a natural desire to return favours, thank people for what they do 
for you and a sense of paying the debt that has arisen. We also believe 
you owe us for everything we gave you during the seduction and 
accordingly you are obliged to repay us for the rest of the relationship 
and beyond. Combine these two elements and a powerful obligation of 
owing us is created which we are then able to exploit to our 
advantage. 


1. You feel sorry for us 


That natural sympathy people possess is available in spades with 
someone as empathic as you. You never regard someone as weak or 
pathetic but rather feel sorry for them. You would not regard a 
homeless person as a stain on society but rather feel sorry that they 
find themselves in such a situation and you consider how they ended 
up where they are what might be done about it. You realise our 
behaviours are abhorrent but rather than always feel angry about it, 
you feel sorry for us that we behave this way. You feel sorry that we 
cannot explain ourselves, that we lash out and behave in such a 
destructive fashion. Your exuding sympathy not only fuels us but it 
creates an obligation on your part towards us. 


T; You feel guilty 


Even if you know that a certain course of action is for the best, you 
are assailed by the guilt that you might be hurting someone, stopping 
them what they want to do or upsetting them in some way. Tough 
love is not a concept you want to embrace as the guilt at seeing 
someone else hurting, as a consequence of something that you have 
done, is too great. This sense of guilt forces you down different routes, 
often doing things which are not the best for you but nevertheless you 
feel obligated to do out of this considerable sense of guilt which looms 
large which someone empathic like you. 


1. You feel a need to fix us 


You are a problem solver. You enjoyed the Sound of Music when you 
were younger and you always felt that if you had been given the 
chance you would have solved a problem like Maria. You regard it as 
your role to heal and to fix. You are of the unshakeable mind-set that 
everybody can be fixed. Everyone can be made better and when you 
experience the broken elements of our machinations and 
manipulations you do not shirk from them. Instead, you remain in situ 
and work out how you can resolve them. This obligation to make 
things better and to heal is a central part of who you are and is readily 
exploited by us since we know you are unlikely to go anywhere 
despite how bad things are. 


1. You feel it is your duty 


You have a strong sense of duty. Duty to be an excellent parent, 
supportive friend, caring son or daughter, hard-working colleague and 
all round decent human being. Most of all you regard your duty to 
your intimate partner as one where no matter how difficult things 
might be you are not going to walk away. This duty is often compelled 
from the vows that you have taken and a strong religious undertone to 
your personality. 


Duty is paramount and from that rises the obligation. 


a You feel a need to abide by your standards 


So often the world appears to have lost its moral compass and 
therefore it falls to a diminishing group of people to right the wrongs, 
stand up for the vulnerable and defend the weak. You often see that 
people are ruled by those twin gods of sex and money and this causes 
people to forget who they are and the standards they once adhered to. 
This is not for you. You do not do this to be lauded by others but do 
so because you cannot lie straight in your bed at night if you do not 
uphold these standards for yourself and in your daily dealings. This 


translates into treating people with patience, understanding, 
compassion and empathy, no matter how difficult it becomes. Some 
might suggest that you are making a rod for your own back. 


1. You feel a need to maintain appearances 


This is not done for your own benefit. You are not like us creating an 
image to show the world. No, you do this to maintain appearances for 
the sake of others. It is keeping the family together for the sake of 
your children so they are not upset. It is appearing to get along with 
your difficult brother for the sake of your fragile elderly parents. It is 
taking one for the team in order to maintain an appearance so that 
you deal with the pain and aggravation so others do not. This need 
creates an obligation in you which we are content to exploit as we 
know it will keep you around and stop you from speaking out about 
what we do. 


1. You feel a need to never give up. 


You are not a quitter. You do not give up at the first bump in the road 
or black cloud. You keep going, you are tenacious. You are 
indefatigable and you persevere. You plough forwards and feel that it 
is only right to do this because you know that the just reward will 
come at the end of it. Anything worth doing is worth doing properly. 
Anything worth having takes effort. We applaud this desire to stick at 
things. 


I. You feel a need to have done your best 


When everything is added up and evaluated, at the end of the day, 
you want that satisfaction, just for yourself, to know that you did your 
best and you could have done no more. You always consider whether 
you could have done something a different way and more effectively. 
You are self-critical and behave like this in order to fulfil your chosen 
role as a good person. This obliges you to try and try again. 


These empathic obligations result in your remaining with us longer, 
enduring more of our abusive behaviours and forgiving more of what 
we do than an ordinary person. We know these obligations exist and 
we exploit them. 


The Five Central Questions to a Middling Degree 


I have come across these five questions on a number of occasions. 
They are often regarded as the five fundamental queries which are 
raised about our behaviour. They are usually answered in a forthright 
manner by certain commentators in order to drive the message home. 
However, these observations and answers are provided by people who 
are not of our kind. They are naturally entitled to comment but the 
true value arises from someone who is on the other side of the fence, 
the perpetrator of the actions, the doer. Furthermore, the usual 
observations are provided without regard to the fact that narcissists 
are both similar yet different because we operate in certain schools 
which are linked to our degree of functioning and malign outlook. 
Accordingly, the traditional answer provided to one of these questions 
may be correct for the greater of our kind, but not for the mid-range 
or for the lesser narcissist. This time the focus falls on those narcissists 
which are from the Mid-Range school. It is usually the case that those 
who Mid-Range are not so much defined by what they are, but rather 
by what they are not. Thus if a behaviour which accords with a lesser 
narcissist is absent and a behaviour which accords with a greater 
narcissist is absent but the individual still displays behaviour which 
accord with narcissism as a whole, this person falls within the Mid- 
Range. The Mid-Range is neither a creature of complete knee-jerk 
reactions but nor is he or she fully aware of what he or she is and the 
capabilities that he or she may possess. He or she will not exhibit the 
driven, malign nature of those narcissists from the greater school. 
Here are the five answers to the five central questions. 


1. Do We Know What We Are Doing? 


Whereas the lesser narcissist operates through instinctive responses 
and in a knee-jerk manner the Mid-Ranger knows what he or she is 
doing. They notice that they feel a sense of unease and being 
unsettled. This is when their fuel levels have dropped to a low level. 
They do not know that the sensation of unease is linked to the reduced 
fuel levels. The Mid-Ranger does know that provoking reaction in the 
person who is his or her primary source and other people causes the 
unease to diminish and vanish. He or she is aware of the link between 
the need to receive attention and the reduction in the state of unease. 
He or she realises that certain reactions do not always work (i.e. 
unemotional ones) and that some reactions are superior to others (the 
sense of unease vanishes quicker and is replaced with a feeling of 
power) but they do not know why that is. They do not realise the 
index of fuel supply governs their own state of power/unease. They do 
know what if they are praised they feel better, if you are made to cry, 
they feel better and if you are losing your temper because of 
something that they have done, they feel better. 


1. Do We Know That We Are Hurting You? 


Akin to the lesser, the Mid-Ranger is aware of the hurt that is being 
caused. The Mid-Ranger will also give some consideration to how this 
might be achieved whereas the lesser just does it. The Mid-Ranger 
does not behave this way because of any innate malevolence but 
rather because he or she is aware that the evidence of pain on your 
part gives them a “good” feeling and lessens the unease which may 
appear. The Mid-Ranger knows that if he or she acts in a certain way, 
it will cause you upset and therefore he or she will take some time to 
evaluate how best to respond in a situation so that the “good” feeling 
can be obtained. The Mid-Ranger will be aware of what it is that you 
are doing which has generated contempt, irritation or annoyance. He 
will be able to provide you with a reason behind this sensation and 
moreover if there is no actual reason he is readily able to invent one. 
Whereas the lesser can only usually respond in a vague and 


amorphous fashion, the Mid-Range will provide you with a reason for 
this annoyance at your behaviour and why he or she is hurting you. It 
is most likely a lie, but a reason will be provided nevertheless. 


1. Do We Do This Deliberately? 


The Mid-Ranger is deliberate in his or her behaviours. They do not 
know it is fuel, they do not know its true purpose but they are 
sufficiently aware and of sufficient function to link the provision of 
certain reactions by you to the settling and empowering effect it has 
on them. The Mid-Ranger is aware that he or she can provoke good 
and bad emotions from you, that these reactions serve a purpose and 
therefore they will apply some time and effort to ascertaining the best 
way of doing this. They are also able to apply a wider range of 
manipulations from their repertoire as a consequence of their 
increased function. The response is thought out and whilst the plotting 
and scheming is far removed from the grand scale of the greater 
narcissists, there is no doubting that the Mid-Ranger will plan. He or 
she will consider how people can best serve them. This is not done 
from a malicious point of view but is more about working out what 
will serve him or her the best. The Mid-Ranger will consider which 
friends serve him best, who will make the best target and how the 
various people that are his fuel lines knit together. He does not behave 
in the random and chaotic fashion of the lesser nor with the pinpoint, 
malicious accuracy of the greater but with a sense of organisation and 
planning so that he or she gets what he or she wants. 


1. Can We Control This Behaviour? 


The Mid-Ranger is possessed of the ability to control his or her 
behaviour. Since he or she is not a creature of instinct like the lesser 
but adopts a more considered approach there is greater thought given 
to how he or she should respond. The Mid-Ranger is not aware of why 


they ought to behave in this way, they only know that there is a way 
of behaving which suits them best and they need to tailor their 
responses and behaviours to accord with this way and this includes 
control. The Mid-Ranger only has so much control and in situations 
where fuel levels plummet and there is a real or perceived threat of a 
primary source cessation then the Mid-Ranger will lose control when 
placed under such duress. This may manifest in the use of physical 
violence. The Mid-Ranger knows there will be consequences but is 
unable to contain the urgent need to “do something” and therefore 
control is lost. The Mid-Ranger is particularly prone to using the silent 
treatment as this represents a halfway house between exerting and 
losing control. He or she may be panicked into a sudden reaction but 
they do not lose control to such an extent that a frenzied response, by 
way of violence both physical and verbal may appear. Instead they 
vanish. The Mid-Ranger is also more likely to engage in emotional, 
financial and sexual abuse through planning and the greater subtleties 
and insidious nature attached to these particular machinations. 


1. Can We Stop It? 


Yes, the Mid-Ranger can. He has an awareness and therefore is able to 
decide that the behaviour can stop. Indeed, where the Mid-Ranger 
perceives an advantage to be acquired he will do so and amend his 
behaviour accordingly. Whereas the lesser narcissist will instigate a 
respite period instinctively without knowing why he is doing, his need 
to devalue will just abate and the golden period returns, the Mid- 
Ranger knows the value of a respite period and will grant it because 
he feels settled and prone to wanting the contrast of the positive fuel 
again. Similarly, when those fuel levels drop the Mid-Ranger knows to 
commence the devaluation again. His awareness and control enable 
him of her to stop the devaluing behaviour as and when it is required. 
He does not exercise this with regard to any sense of malevolence, like 
the greater, but rather it is driven by need. The Mid-Ranger could stop 
his or her abusive behaviour but will not do so if they perceive a need 
for it to continue. The lesser is unable to stop it because it “just 
happens”. Of the three schools, the Mid-Ranger is less volatile, less 


malicious but in some respects can be regarded as entirely culpable for 
the behaviours which are engaged in and that are doled out to his or 
her victims. 


That’s Not Important Right Now 


Our sense of entitlement, lack of consideration and our failure to 
recognise and respect boundaries means that we are important and 
you are not. Our need is an emergency. Your needs are secondary. Our 
requirements are fundamental. Your wants are irrelevant. If we want 
something it must be done and you must drop everything else, cancel 
your plans and ensure we are provided for and catered to otherwise 
all hell breaks loose. Fail to do something we want and when we want 
(even if we haven’t told you what it is) is regarded by us a criticism 
and our fury is ignited. We may impose a cold furious silent treatment 
or lambast you with our heated fury but either way we are important 
and you are not. We show no appreciation of your situation, no 
consideration of your position and scant regard for what you might 
need or have to contend with. It is predictable all about us. Any 
situation, any time and any moment we will trample all over what you 
are doing in order to get what we want done. Whatever you may have 
organised, planned or whatever you are doing is minutiae and utterly 
inconsequential to the massively important event, occurrence or 
happening that we have decreed. Expect interruptions, abrasive 
treatment and a complete lack of manners and consideration. This 
mind-set that what you are doing is not important appears often and 
repeated and is symptomatic of so many of our narcissistic traits. Here 
are twenty instances you may recognise where what you are doing is 
not important right now. 


dy Talking over you. 

2. Changing channel on the television when you are 
clearly watching something. 

3. Switching off music that you are listening to. 

4. Playing music loudly when you are relaxing. 


gi 


. Thrusting a newspaper under your nose when you are 
reading a book and saying “look at this” 


10. 


11. 


12. 


13. 


14. 


15. 


16. 


17. 


18. 


19. 
20. 


Talking to you when you are on the telephone. 
Calling you at work and raising a trivial matter and 
demanding that you do something about it. 
Asking you to pass something that is in reach when 
you are doing some other task. 
Saying “la la la” when you are trying to explain 
something. 
Making you late because we needed you to 
straighten our tie several times first. 
Calling you indoors from an outdoors task just to 
point out something on the television which is 
irrelevant. 
Calling you and asking where something is when 
it is easy to find. 
Calling you when you are socialising and 
demanding that you return home to deal with an 
emergency - such as the blinds are stuck or we have 
run out of peanut butter 
Demanding you prepare our evening meal when 
you are trying to get ready to go out. 
Feigning a greater illness when you are unwell. 
Waking you up to tell you something pointless. 
Ringing the landline from our mobile 
(withholding the number) and insisting you answer 
when you are trying to eat and then hanging up. 
Demanding to be picked up or given a lift 
irrespective of what you might be doing. 
Using items which you need to complete a task. 
Thrusting a tablet under your nose as you are 


trying to do something and telling you to “watch this” 
only to see a video of a man falling down some stairs. 


It does not matter how trivial, ridiculous or childish the 


behaviour is as long as it disrupts you and thrusts your attention 


onto us, even if it is to react in a negative way, we will always 


behave in such a way. 


The Five Central Questions to a Greater Degree 


The five central questions have been applied in respect if the Lesser 
and Mid-Range of our kind, but what of the Greater Narcissist? How 
do these five essential questions about the behaviour of the narcissist 
apply to him or her? 


1.Do We Know What We Are Doing? 


The Greater Narcissist is gifted (though of course his or victims will 
not regard it as such) with an awareness of what he or she is. The 
greater of our kind knows that they are different. They know that they 
have this insatiable hunger for the outpouring of emotion, whether 
positive or negative, from those around them. The greater knows that 
there is a feeling of emptiness which pervades. Whilst the lesser has 
this manifest as sense of unease and irritation, the greater feels a 
yawning chasm which must be filled. The lesser operates by instinct, a 
knee-jerk response. The Greater Narcissist also operates through 
instinct but there is nothing knee jerk about him or her. This instinct 
is attuned in the sense of selecting the victims who will haemorrhage 
fuel. This instinct enables the most effective seduction, the most 
devastating devaluation and the most callous of discards. The instinct 
for scenting fuel and those who will provide it serves the Greater 
Narcissist considerably. He has an instinctive knack for selecting the 
bets hunting grounds, an innate ability to target the most productive 
victims, a chilling capability to extract and exploit information and to 
cause people to think that what they are doing is a good thing and on 
they wish to take when in fact the Greater Narcissist is manipulating 
them. The Greater Narcissist is aware that he or she is different from 
other people. He or she knows that their emotional spectrum has been 
stunted or as we prefer to regard it, altered to achieve maximum 
efficiency in our machinations. The Greater Narcissist knows he 
operates in a different world to other people and revels in such a 
special status. He or she knows that they are superior, admired and 


feared. 


2. Do We Know We Hurt Others? 


Unlike the instinctive response of the Lesser Narcissist or the 
considered but moderate reaction of the Mid-Ranger, the Greater 
Narcissist knows that he or she is an instrument that inflicts pain. 
Whether it is the withdrawal of something wonderful or delightful or 
the imposition of something unpleasant and hateful the Greater 
Narcissist knows that they hurt. They regard every action taken in this 
regard, every step, every machination as necessary for their survival 
and advancement. The Greater Narcissist fervently believes in the 
doctrine that the end always justifies the means. Pain, misery and hurt 
are by-products of the process which he or she must engage in. The 
inflicting of hurt on another person is regarded as a collateral 
consequence of the need to obtain fuel. The Greater Narcissist knows 
that during devaluation and the malign hoovers that the application of 
his or her behaviours is specifically directed to cause hurt. You will 
take the view that he or she does not care and you are correct in that 
view since the Greater Narcissist, like all narcissists is not created to 
care. What you ought to understand though is that this failure to care 
is actually secondary to the need to acquire fuel. If all that mattered 
was the inability to care, then we would administer hurtful behaviour 
all of the time. The reality is, the order of priority is that fuel must be 
obtained and during devaluation this causes hurt to other people and 
furthermore we are not designed to care about this hurt. By contrast, 
someone who is manipulating a dislocation back into place knows that 
pain will be occur but is a necessary consequence of the act. The 
difference is that this medic or doctor will care that the person is 
being put in pain and also seek to address that once the dislocation 
has been addressed. 


3. Do We Act Deliberately? 


Everything that is done by the Greater Narcissist is deliberate. The 


lesser responds as a matter of course. The Mid-Ranger consider what 
action to take and do so with a sense of purpose but this pales 
compared to the behave of the Greater Narcissist. The actions that are 
taken are planned. The seduction is orchestrated from careful target 
selection, the reconnaissance of the subject and the gathering of 
information is organised and the seduction is methodical and 
deliberate. The Greater Narcissist does not speak without first 
considering how effective those words are. Are they to be used to 
elevate or denigrate? Praise or punishment? Elated or erode. Like 
some great architect in the sky the Greater Narcissist, in accordance 
with his god-like view of him or herself sees other people as chess 
pieces which are moved in accordance to his or her wishes to cause 
check mate. The Greater Narcissist purposefully manipulates 
everybody around him or her. Each person has a role, a position and a 
purpose. The Greater Narcissist acts with considerable deliberation 
and indeed this need to position and pose all the players in the 
narcissist’s world results in the need to control being overwhelming. 
To be this deliberate in manipulating other people requires a 
significant degree of control over other people and therefore the 
Greater Narcissist will exercise his or her skills to achieve that 
outcome. 


4. Can We Control This Behaviour 


Not only is the Greater Narcissist an expert in the control of others he 
exerts considerable control over his own behaviour. His higher 
functioning allows him considerable latitude to pass the blame onto 
others and feign an inability to control what he does. 


“I don’t know what comes over me sometimes.” 
“Tt as if something else takes control of me.” 
“T cannot help it, it just happens.” 
“Tt is like there is some other force that makes the decisions for me.” 


All of these comments are liars. The Greater Narcissist is able to direct 
his ignited fury to a level and extent beyond the capability of others of 


our kind. This is why often cold fury is exhibited by Greater 
Narcissists as we are able to control the ignited fury so that it does 
emerge as heated fury and rarely does it show in the form of physical 
violence. Such a reliance on such brutality through physical action is 
regarded as beneath the Greater Narcissist and is an insult to his 
Machiavellian mind. The Greater Narcissist revels in his higher 
function allowing him to devise and apply far subtler and rewarding 
manipulations. He or she is also mindful of the consequences of 
providing damning physical evidence of the abuse. The only time this 
formidable control weakens is when the Greater Narcissist is thrown 
into Chaos Mode as a consequence of a sudden and unseen cessation 
to his or her primary source of fuel. 


5 Can We Stop It? 


The Greater Narcissist could stop his or her behaviour owing to the 
degree of control that he or she is able to exert but whilst there is 
the capability to stop this behaviour, both benign and malign, the 
Greater Narcissist will not do so. Firstly, this is because the Greater 
Narcissist sees no need to. Why stop something that is highly 
effective and serves a purpose in allowing him or her to shine and 
function at some an impressive (to him or her) level? Why halt 
doing something which always deliver? Secondly, the Greater 
Narcissist will not stop this behaviour because the malevolence 
which runs through him or her will not allow him to do so. Why 
give up such a delightful way of manipulating someone? Why 
relinquish such power over an individual? Why stop flexing those 
machinations? Why stop doing something that is both necessary 
but also enjoyable. The lesser does because he is programmed to 
always respond in such a fashion. Choice has been removed from 
his thought process. The Mid-Ranger does because he realises it is 
necessary for his survival but there is not enjoyment or malice 
driving the behaviour. The Greater does because he or she can. The 
Greater does because he or she is driven by the furious malice 
which burns at the centre of the narcissist. This malice arises 
because the higher functioning Greater Narcissist is more aware 


than the others of his brethren just how unfair and brutal the world 
is. He is attuned to its attempts to depose and dethrone and he 
knows that engendering and harnessing this malice is entirely 
necessary for the purpose of protection. It is better to strike first 
then be struck. It is better to get the retaliation in first. He who 
dares wins. The Greater is a dangerous individual because not only 
does he regard what he does as entirely necessary, he is driven not 
only by the need for fuel but by the malice that is wrapped around 
his core. This means he goes further, longer, stronger and more 
often that others of his kind. He is the defiler, the punisher and the 
destroyer of worlds. Your worlds. 


The Five Perceived Pressures of Character 
Assassination 


The character assassination. Close cousin of the smear campaign. 
Built on a foundation of lies also, hurtful and effective. The smear 
campaign is outward facing namely it is aimed at third parties in 
order to affect their way of thinking. A character assassination is 
directed to and at you. There are three ways of assassinating your 
character. The first is to say things to you which are unpleasant, 
demeaning and hateful which accordingly dent and wound your 
sense of well-being. The second is to do things to you which are 
denigrating, disrespectful and nasty which cause your sense of self- 
worth to be eroded, for instance failing to make you something to 
eat (so as to treat you as non-existent) or to make you engage in 
some sexual practice you find distasteful (thus causing you to 
cheapen yourself). Those two methods are obvious and directed. 
The third method is a particularly insidious and troubling way of 
affecting your character. We tell you that other people think badly 
of you, do not like and are saying things about you. They are not of 
course. We avoid or reduce any risk of you finding this out by 
saying to you. 

“There’s no point asking them of course, they are bound to deny it, 
but trust me, I have heard them. They didn’t think I could hear.” 


Furthermore, whilst increasing your paranoia and making you feel 
bad, we also seize the opportunity to heighten our own virtue with 
you by stating, 


“Of course I don’t think that of you, but I thought it was only right 
to let you know what is being said about you.” 


Naturally we do think this of you because this falsehood is being 
generated by us. Accordingly, we are able to avoid any blame 
ourselves (a key aim of ours) whilst landing several blows against 
you caused by fictitious remarks from other people and drawing 
fuel from your confused and upset reaction. There are five methods 


by which we create a perceived pressure generated by other people 
against you, as part of this character assassination by proxy. 


T; Everybody says.... 


Everybody is talking about you. They are all saying it. That must 
feel terrible to be the talk of the neighbourhood, the subject of 
village gossip and the focus of wagging tongues. Just think when 
you are walking to the corner shop those two neighbours stood on 
the lawn will smile and wave a cheery hello to you but as soon as 
you are past they will be talking about you. Yes, everybody says it 
about you. They will be talking on the telephone about you, 
gossiping in living rooms and exchanging views in that corner shop 
so they fall silent as you arrive and resume their conversation once 
you have left. Oh I know that they will appear pleasant and 
engaging as ever but believe me this is how two-faced they are 
about you. I have picked up on this. I have overheard the 
comments and some have even been mentioned to me. No, I won’t 
say by who, there is no need. Of course I defended you against 
what they said. It wasn’t pleasant at all but then being thought of 
as the local bike, the slut, the whore and harridan isn’t nice is it, 
but that is what everyone is saying about you. 


1. They all think... 


It is a collective perception of you that has gained traction out 
there. A body of opinion that is being expressed and shared by 
many people. They think it at your gym, the think it at choir 
practice, they think it at the school and the supermarket and the 
garage. How do I know? Well, let’s just say that fortunately for you 
I have people who keep an eye out and a listen in for your benefit. 
No, there’s no need to thank me, I do it to look after you, naturally, 
but my small network of guardians, if you will, report things back 
to me from time to time and they have been telling me that they all 
think you have a problem with your temper. Yes, you have a 
reputation for being a bit of a volcano, one wrong comment and 


boom! Off you go. To be honest, I had my suspicions about them 
thinking this of you even before my network of guardians told me. 
It is the way they look at you. You probably haven’t picked up on it 
but there is an apprehension in their eyes, a nervousness in their 
speech and I saw it as it told me what they were really thinking, 
that they were afraid you were going to explode and lash out at 
them. I have seen it many times and I know what they are all 
thinking about you. 


1. You do know what opinion they have of you don’t 
you? 

It is not a high opinion I am afraid. I don’t know where it comes 
from to be honest, I mean, after all, it is not as if they are really in 
a position to judge is it, but I guess some people forget about that 
when they are jealous. Yes, that is what is behind their nasty 
opinions. They take the view that you are a gold-digger, a 
mercenary who is only after one thing, my money. It is inevitable 
that they will form this view of course. I am successful, earning 
well and we have this beautiful house, two cars, frequent holidays 
and no concerns about our bills. I suppose they must look on 
enviously at the fact that you don’t work and you spend a lot of 
time shopping. Every time you pull up on the drive and exit the car 
with those bags from the boutiques it is no doubt upsetting them. 
You cannot help the fact you were lucky enough to get with me. I 
guess it really sticks in their craw the fact that you came from a, 
well how might I put this, a less well-off background and now here 
you are living a gilded lifestyle. I suppose they have this opinion of 
you because they think that you should not belong here. It is just 
jealousy and I have seen it before with people like this so I know 
what to look out for. You may just want to keep that in mind when 
you next deal with them, if you decide to do so at all anymore. 


1. They won’t be impressed with that. 


I mean I put up with it because well we are together aren’t we and 
that is the nature of a relationship isn’t it, but I know from the way 


our families think and our friends that they will not be impressed 
with your behaviour. You didn’t think there was anything wrong 
with it? Well, no, but I suppose they will say that you are bound to 
say that aren’t you? They expect high standards I suppose. You 
have made a rod for your own back in that regard but doing 
something like that will not have impressed all these people. Oh I 
am sure they will soon get over it but I thought it only fair to tell 
you how they will view your behaviour. I can see it troubles you 
and that’s right because you are reflective in that regard but 
perhaps you need to think first before you do such things in the 
future. In fact, it would probably be for the best if you don’t go to 
those events any more yes? Indeed, I would suggest you keep a 
low-profile for a while in respect of people as whole and you would 
be better served by staying at home and keeping out of their line of 
sight. That way they might just forget about your unimpressive 
behaviour and you can move on. Don’t worry, you have always got 
me of course. 


1. It’s not just me that thinks.... 


I am only telling you this for your own good because I care about 
you but you do need to do something about your drinking. Look, I 
am reasonably relaxed about it, I know how hard you work and 
you like to unwind with a few glasses of wine. I get it but I am just 
worried about your health. You are often rather grumpy the next 
morning as well, you know short-tempered and you’ve been 
snapping at people, short with them. I know you don’t think you 
are but trust me, it is not just me that thinks it is causing a 
problem. A few people have remarked to me about it as well. 
Nothing major but we don’t want it to get out of hand do we? 
That’s how you get a reputation after all and you don’t want that 
do you. It is beyond just a concern though. I think it as well, but as 
I say I am looking at it more from a health point of view, I know 
others are concerned about how you are behaving with other 
people, including a couple of your colleagues so you need to think 
on because you know what can happen when people start to think 


things about you, it somehow becomes hard fact and that becomes 
very difficult to change. 


The character assassination by proxy also serves a further purpose. 
It causes you to cling tighter to us. It is a horrible and uncertain 
world out there. People you thought liked you are showing that 
they do not. We are your only friend so you had better do what we 
want in order to keep us. 


The Twenty Lesser Deflections 


The lesser of our kind is a creature of instinctive reactions and 
knee-jerk responses. In common with all our kind, he or she must 
always avoid blame and swerve accountability. Denial is often used 
by the Lesser Narcissist to achieve this with a blunt rejection of the 
comment that you have levelled against him or her and if you 
persist you will invariably find yourself on the receiving end of 
some heated fury in order to beat you down from asking your 
questions and apportioning blame. The Lesser Narcissist will offer 
denial with little or no supporting evidence. It is not a topic for 
discussion any longer. The lesser will also engage in the art of 
deflection. He or she does not think carefully being launching these 
phrases and comments in a bid to deflect the nature of your 
questions and accusations but rather they are an immediate 
response. Indeed, they will often appear to be raised out of context, 
appear to be non sequiturs and even almost nonsensical. They are 
not to the lesser. In his world these are instinctive responses which 
he or she has to come out with on order to deflect your questioning 
of them. Your questioning creates unease and discomfort and the 
lesser will issue these phrases from a stockpile he or she keeps. 
They lack the higher function to think of a high-calibre response 
which brings about deflection but instead utilise these phrases 
below in a “one size fits all” approach. They will be hurled back at 
you, often with venom attached, a standard response to what you 
are saying to the Lesser Narcissist. Expect to hear them may times 
in the course of your dance with the lesser. He is not capable 
enough of conjuring up new ones and relies on these “old faithfuls” 
to deflect the force of what you are trying to achieve. The 
deflection at this level works usually by causing disbelief and 
confusion on your part. You like everything to make sense. You like 
things to follow an order and be logical and therefore these stock 
responses will make you stop in your tracks as you try and figure 
out either what is actually meant by them or if you understand the 
thrust of the comment how on earth they are applicable to what the 


discussion is about. This is the beauty of these deflecting comments 
for the Lesser Narcissist. He cannot think up clever or articulate 
responses but he does not need to because there are just as effective 
in halting you in your tracks. They may not always result in your 
behaviour being questioned (as is more the hall mark of the 
deflecting comments of the Mid-Ranger or the Greater Narcissist) 
which then takes the conversation of discussion in a different 
direction. These comments however fulfil the aim of stopping the 
discussion going in the direction it was and indeed cause it to veer 
off at an improbable tangent into the reams of confusion and 
bewilderment. That does not matter to the lesser, as long as the 
attack, the criticism and/or the questioning stops goes elsewhere 
and his accountability remains unaffected. So long as your response 
provides him or her with a fuel, the comment need not be 
magnificent or well-constructed. Here are twenty stock deflecting 
comments used by Lesser Narcissists. 


1. You’re nothing special yourself you know. 


y 


Why do you have to use dictionary words with me? 
3. Pm not stupid you know. Why do you have to make me 
out to be stupid? 

4. Idon’t care what other people do, they are idiots for 
thinking that way. 

5 You’ve been reading too many books. 

6. You think you are so clever don’t you? 

Z: Why isn’t my dinner ready? 

8. Been listening to her again have we? I can always tell 

when you to two have been talking. 


9. Can a man not get some peace in his own home? 
10. You sound like your mother. 
11. I’m going out. 
12. Why aren’t you ready? 
13. You should know your place. 
14. You talk too much. 


15. You never listen to me properly. 


16. 
17. 
18. 
19. 
20. 


Never mind me, what have you been up to eh? 
I know what you’ve done. 
You can’t judge me. 
Fancy words don’t make you right you know? 
Since when did this house become a court room? 


The Walking Dead 


It is often said about our kind that we are effectively dead. This refers 
to an emotional demise. This emotional demise is linked to the 
perception that we do not feel. This state of emotional deadness is also 
connected to the concept that our kind feel empty, that there is a vast 
chasm inside of us, a howling wilderness where there is nothing. If we 
are emotionally dead, what caused that? Who or what might the 
slayer be? Is there any prospect of resurrection? Do we feel nothing? 
Is there this all-pervading sense of nothingness inside of us? 


I am not emotionally dead. 


Why do I write this? It is because I do feel things. I feel the burning 
harshness that flows from criticism of me. I feel jealousy when people 
are listening to somebody else in the group and not me. I feel envy 
when I see a car that is superior to mine. I feel frustration when I am 
not causing someone to do as I want. I feel hatred for those who have 
turned against me and through their perfidious treachery they seek to 
do me harm. I feel the fury when I respond to the criticism. Those 
feelings are strong, visceral and real. I also feel power. I feel that 
familiar surge as the first flames of power spark into life, brought into 
being by the application of fuel and then they grow. The surging 
sensation increases and courses through me, invigorating me and 
edifying me. It drives me forward, causes me to feel like I am bursting 
as it enables me to shine, to dazzle and to perform. The intensity of 
this feeling is substantial and not only is it necessary for me to feel 
like this, it is addictive. 


What then of those other emotions, sadness, joy, happiness, fear, 
concern, compassion and so forth? Where are those emotions? They 
are absent. I do not feel them. I have seen in those around me certain 
responses and listened to people describe them so that I know what 
happiness looks like and I know what it feels like to you, but I do not 
feel it. It is clear to me that when you feel happy, I feel powerful. 
When you feel joy, I feel a greater sense of power. Accordingly, it is 


correct to state that in respect of those emotions I am dead, or is that 
entirely accurate. For something to die it must first have once lived. 
Something must have been there to begin with and then have 
vanished, been obliterated or removed. Was I once happy and then the 
capacity to be happy was taken away from me? Who removed it? Was 
it the act of someone else or did I decide to strip happiness from 
myself and arm myself with power instead? Then again, is it the case 
that certain elements of my emotional spectrum are not dead at all but 
instead I have experienced some kind of emotional paralysis. Are 
those emotions somewhere but they have been halted, capped, muted? 
I know from my reading and observation that, for example, 
compassion appears to be learned from others. Was I once learning to 
be compassionate and then for some reason it stopped and has never 
been allowed to develop again? Was I once able to experience joy but 
then that was stunted and halted and kept from me? 


Alternatively, it might be that with regard to certain emotions I am 
neither emotionally dead or emotionally paralysed. In both those 
instances it must follow that the emotion was once there but has 
either been removed (death) or halted (paralysis). What if the emotion 
was never there to begin with? What if I was created without the 
capacity for joy, for sadness of for compassion? What if I was created 
in a different way? What if my creation and development meant that 
it was necessary to forgo such emotions in order to facilitate a certain 
way of being which allowed me to achieve and accomplish more 
effectively without being hampered or hindered by such emotions. I 
have no concern for who I might tread on, on the way up, so I climb 
that much quicker and that much higher than other people. Might it 
be the case that in order to have those who excel in so many fields it 
was necessary for us to be denied certain emotions to ensure we were 
effective? I readily admit that not everyone who is a leader in their 
field, an achiever and a winner is necessarily one of us, but we are 
over-represented. Even if someone might not be regarded as one of 
our kind, I know that they will possess more of our traits and to a 
greater degree than they do not. Perhaps this was a necessary trade-off 
so that the pioneers, conquerors and leaders would advance but at a 


personal cost in terms of the provision of certain emotions. Perhaps 
we were never granted those emotions to begin with? Through my 
increasing awareness with the good doctors I am forming a view. 


Do I laugh? Am I amused? Do I have a sense of humour? Yes, I do and 
I know I have an excellent sense of humour (aside from when you do 
not do what I want or criticise me). I have been asked what do I feel 
when I laugh? If I am laughing along with others at something I have 
said, then I feel power because I am being fuelled. What do I feel if I 
laugh when I am watching a comedian on stage or on television? I 
laugh because I know it is expected of me in such a scenario. I laugh 
because I can work out that what was said was witty or amusing, but I 
do not feel any power. I do not feel any uplifting sensation in the way 
that you have described to me. Often I feel a sense of unrest and the 
clamour of jealousy because people are laughing at someone else’s wit 
and not mine. 


What do I feel when I see one of my country’s athletes securing gold at 
the Olympics? Am I proud of them? I know to say the correct things to 
provide recognition for their achievement but again I feel a sense of 
envy that it is not me on that podium receiving the accolade of the 
crowd in the stadium. I can see you sat next to me clapping and 
smiling and I am jealous that you are clapping this person on the 
television and not me. I can feel the first prick of the wound because 
your applause for them and not me suggests they are better than me 
and thus you are criticising me. I feel the need to tell you about my 
sporting achievements so you give me praise and thus the criticism is 
abated before it has caused too much damage and before my fury is 
ignited. I may instead allow the fury to ignite and find some way of 
lashing out at you so you react and provide me with your attention 
through being hurt and upset. This is why on so many occasions you 
will be doing something with us that is pleasant and enjoyable and 
then in the blink of an eye an argument has come out of nowhere or a 
brag or boast appears linked to what we are doing. I cannot feel happy 
for that athlete. I can acknowledge the achievement because he is a 
winner and I love to win. I will acknowledge the achievement and 
apply what I have learned in order to show the correct feelings if I am 


in a situation where it would not be appropriate to unleash some 
heated fury, for instance if it would crack my facade, but I will be 
desperate to bring the conversation or attention onto me by remarking 
how I won gold in the country championships as a teenager or start 
talking about my latest achievement at work. 


What do I feel when I see an advert for a charity on the television? 
Am I moved by the images and the mournful accompanying 
soundtrack. Do I feel pity, sympathy and compassion? No, I do not. I 
feel nothing. If I hear you making sympathetic noises then just as in 
the example above I want your attention on me, not on the orphan on 
the screen. I may comment about my charitable work so your praise 
me. I may pass a scathing remark about how it is a waste of money 
because very little of the money donated actually reaches the person 
who needs it, the bulk of the money being swallowed up by 
administrative and advertising costs in order to make you react. I may 
go further and blame the subject of the charitable activities as 
culpable for their own predicament in order to bring a heightened 
emotional reaction from you at my callous remarks. 


I do feel. I feel many emotions and many emotions I do not feel at all. 
I also do feel a sense of emptiness which I seek to fill through the 
sensation of power. I need to fill up with this power to remove this 
sense of emptiness. This emptiness makes me feel uneasy and 
unsettled. I feel like I am disappearing and that by gathering fuel to 
make me feel powerful I am asserting my existence again. I am 
recognised, venerated and lauded. 


I know what I feel. I also know what I do not feel. I have an awareness 
and growing understanding of why I feel as I do. I have an awareness 
as to why I must act as I do with regard to those feelings. I am 
ascertaining and working out why I feel in a different fashion to you. I 
understand my need for power and what it does for me. I understand 
the effects of this power and the consequences of its generation. 


I am not the walking dead. I am walking towards something. 


Show and Tell 
(Fifteen Portentous Comments of the Narcissist) 


It is well known that our kind operate by the wearing of masks. We 
have learned how to portray those emotions which we do not feel. We 
have ascertained that in certain situations we are expected to respond 
in a particular way. We know that by donning a particular mask we 
are more likely to charm and seduce you. We are aware that 
maintaining a certain mask the vicious malevolence that lurks beneath 
can be kept in check so that we achieve acceptability and the 
advancement of our agendas. There are occasions when we will give 
you a glimpse of what lies beneath this mask. I am not referring to 
when we whip the mask off and subject you to devaluation. That is a 
purposeful and intended act on our part. Iam not making reference to 
when the mask fractures as a consequence of the ignition of our fury 
and the lesser and mid-range of our kind are unable to keep the mask 
in place so that the ignited fury erupts and the malicious beast is 
unleashed. There are occasions however when we provide you with a 
fleeting glance beneath the mask as to what lies beneath. This will 
happen during the seduction period. Sometimes it is as a consequence 
of the effect of a particular agent, such as alcohol. Sometimes, 
especially with the greater of our kind, it is done as deliberate act in 
order to gauge your reaction. In such an instance, we tell you of what 
lies ahead to see if you baulk at the suggestion, or that more likely 
you respond in a sympathetic manner of even by way of denial. 


“T couldn’t ever imagine you doing that.” 


“That won’t happen with me though. It might have with other people 
but I will treat you better than they have.” 


“You're not like that, don’t be silly.” 
“T don’t see you doing something like that, you are too nice.” 


If you respond in such terms when you have been given such a 


warning, then this is a green light to us that we have you under our 
control and that you will accord with our desires and machinations. It 
also allows us, when we do eventually behave in the manner 
described down the line during the devaluation, to throw it back in 
your face by saying. 
“T did warn you.” 
“Why are you complaining? I was upfront that this would happen.” 
“T told you so.” 
“It’s no use crying about it now. I told you what I was like.” 
“I told you and you chose to stay with me. It is your fault.” 


Not only does this enable us to avoid blame, something we must 
achieve, it will also result in you reacting and providing us with fuel. 


With the lesser or mid-range of our kind, these comments are more 
akin to thinking aloud. The mask does slip, unintentionally for a 
moment, through the explanation of a future behaviour before it is 
realised what has been said and the disclosure is brushed to one side, 
denied or passed off as a silly comment owing to drink or being tired. 
Why do these comments arise in such a manner from the lesser and 
mid-range of our kind? Is it guilt or remorse? No, because those 
emotions are not felt by our kind. It arises from a lack of control. The 
“bad” behaviour that will arise at some point is lurking beneath the 
surface and like a cat fighting to get out of a sack, it is always wanting 
to make an appearance but is prevented from doing so by the 
maintenance of the mask that is worn. Occasionally, through the loss 
of control — it may be drink, it may be fatigue, it may be through 
inattention — what lurks beneath makes a brief and fleeting 
appearance before the control is exerted once again. Here are fifteen 
portentous show and tells of our kind. Should you ever hear these 
comments you ought to pay heed to the warning that you are being 
given. 


T. I am a bad person really. 
I will only hurt you. 


pONan as w 


10. 
11. 
12. 
13. 
14. 
15. 


You should stay away from me. 

I do bad things. I cannot help it. I always do. 
I will make you wish you had never met me. 
It will go wrong, it always does. 

You will end up hating me. 

You don’t know what you are getting into with me. 
You shouldn’t do this. 

You should leave while you can. 
This is going to turn out badly. 
I have to hurt people. 
I don’t want to hurt you, but I will. 
I just want to fit in. 
Pm not what you think I am. 


Tell Me It’s True 


I told you I loved you. That was not a lie. I meant it when I said it. I 
meant it every time that I said it, wrote it, messaged it, voice mailed 
it, gifted it and e-mailed it. I knew how to portray it. That wasn’t 
hard. There is so much material available for me to know what to say, 
how to say it, what to do and how to do it. I have seen it when it has 
been directed at me time and time again. All I had to do was mirror it. 
I have had enough people fall under my spell and love me so that I 
recognise love when I see it. It became simple enough to replicate it. 
My intentions really were noble. I wanted to love you and I gave you 
the love that I knew that you wanted. I did enough to fathom out how 
you wanted to be loved. Goodness knows I put in the spadework. I 
observed you and saw who you interacted with. I followed you to the 
places you frequented and noted what you ordered most often to eat 
and to drink. I sat behind you on the bus one time and saw the book 
that you read. I recognised the author so I went and bought three 
other of her titles and displayed them at home in readiness to show 
you and to let you borrow those which you had not read yet. I 
dispatched a Lieutenant to chat you up and gather more information 
for me to collate and consider. I trawled the internet looking for your 
footprints. I sat up late as my phone buzzed and pinged with the 
messages from other prospects that I was cultivating but I made them 
wait as I searched for you. I found you and using a reliable false 
profile in the name of a friend of the opposite sex to me I managed to 
secure your online friendship. I did not approach you directly, despite 
the cloak of anonymity. I preferred to walk like a ghost through your 
cyber world, observing your photographs and establishing the places 
where they were taken. I noted who your friends were, I highlighted 
potential competitors and I discerned who your family are. I took in 
the YouTube postings and when they were timed which told me you 
enjoyed a few glasses of wine in the evening on your own as you 
posted musical memories from your teenage years. I walked through 
your posts and your comments, picking up snippets of information 


that detailed your devotion to romance, your love of small dogs and 
your dislike of the cold. Like a silent, vast machine I remained your 
unseen companion for a month as I sucked up as much information as 
I could in order to build a picture of you and how you wanted to be 
loved. Each meme you posted gave me a clue. Every discussion with 
your friends added further layers as I created the person that would 
love you. I uploaded to him your interests and made them his. I bolted 
on the necessary skill sets which would please you. I furnished him 
with the choice phrases that you wanted to hear. I configured his 
actions, expressions, behaviours and more that would make him 
provide you with the love that you wanted to much and once all of 
this considerable preparatory work was complete I began my 
seduction. 


I loved you. I loved you with passion, desire, attentiveness, 
excitement, mystery and kindness. All created from the morass of 
information that I had gathered about you which was layered onto my 
existing experience from previous relationships and my knowledge of 
how love operates in the world. I know that it worked. You fell for me 
hook, line and sinker and you became enveloped in my creation where 
you flourished, you shone and you bloomed. Your happiness radiated 
from you like sunbeams, the pleasure you took in us being together 
was tangible and all of those around us commented as such. It was 
marvellous, spectacular, wonderful and perfect. 


You had no idea that my love was a creation. Why would you when 
not only did it match your concept of love but driven by my 
excellence it exceeded it? Why would you challenge something that 
felt so golden and so glorious? You would not. I gave you this love 
and you returned it. It was a match made in heaven. It was a 
transaction that suited us both. You received my scintillating synthetic 
love and you gave me the love that sustains me, that emotion infused 
reaction which powers and sustains me. We both were winners. 


Was it such a bad thing that what I gave you was a fabrication if it 
looked like the real thing? I might even go so far as to say that it was 
even better than the real thing. Am I to be regarded as a bad person 
for this fraudulent act. Is it not the case that my deceit pleased you? 


Yes, you did not know about this deceit, you had no awareness of the 
fabrication but that caused you no harm did it? You saw and you 
believed and seeing is believing surely? 


When I took you in my arms, shielding you from the black day that 
you had emerged from and you looked into my eyes and saw the love, 
the devotion and the optimism that burned there, did it really matter 
that I was mirroring what you showed me so long as it made you 
happy, elated and feel loved? My optimistic eyes were your optimistic 
eyes. 


When I unleashed my hatred you could not and still do not understand 
how someone could treat you like that when that person kept saying 
that he loved you. 


It was easy to switch to this vicious malevolence. It was easy to peel 
back the veneer that was the manufactured love. It was easy to switch 
off the creation that I made that provided you with this perfect love. A 
flick of a switch and he ceased to exist, leaving you with something 
else instead. 


I did not lie when I said that I loved you. 

I did not lie when I whispered that I loved you. 
I did not lie when I shouted that I loved you. 

I just did not tell you the truth. 

The truth that I never felt love for you. 


Because I cannot do that. 


Ever So Silent 


I think I have said enough. I wish you would think the same. You 
have never shut up asking me about my day at work as I try to 
watch the sport on television. On and on you have gone asking 
question after question. It makes me wonder why you are so bloody 
interested. Fishing for something are you? Trying to catch me out? 
You won’t do that. I am cleverer than you. Much cleverer. What I 
do at work is nothing to do with you and you won’t find out about 
my plans there until such time as I decide that you should know. 
And it isn’t time, so I wish you would just be quiet and let me 
watch this game. You keep on going, talking over my television 
viewing which tells me that you regard my viewing experience as 
unimportant and that tells me you obviously think I am not 
important and you really ought to know by now that I am 
important. I hate you doing this. I can feel the burning from your 
selfish and treacherous action and it is paining me, but I know what 
to do. I know how to stop this pain and believe me I am going to do 
it and do it now. 


You never know when to shut up do you? I suppose you think you 
are being pleasant asking me how my day has been, but you don’t 
care, you just do it for the sake of appearances, to make you look 
good, the caring and interested partner. I know your game. I have 
you worked out, you are a fraud. Yap, yap, yap, like some irritating 
puppy around my ankles, on and on you go. Just shut up will you? 
I cannot concentrate with your wasp like buzzing around me. 


“How is the new recruit getting on?” 
“How is the project developing?” 


“Where did you go for that business lunch? Was it good? What did 
you have to eat? Who was it with?” 


Just shut up. No, you are still chattering away. I don’t think you are 
even waiting for an answer are you? Just asking questions to seem 


like you are involving me in the conversation when all you are 
doing is engaging in another of your pointless and egotistical 
monologues. Do you know how boring you sound? If I wasn’t trying 
to concentrate on this match I think I would slip into a coma 
listening to you drone on with your worthless opinions and your 
anodyne observations. 


Just shut up. No? Very well. I will. No, Iam not saying anything. I 
am not even going to nod, shake my head or make an affirmative 
grunt. Nothing. A total silence. 


My goodness me, you have stopped. Perhaps you have remembered 
that you need to breathe? Ah, excellent you have noticed that I no 
longer appear to be listening. Believe me, I am listening and I am 
doing so with considerable attentiveness, because I need to listen to 
what is coming my way. Let me guess, I think you will lead with 
“are you listening to me?” any second now and yes, there it is as 
predicted. I am not going to answer. Go on, repeat the question and 
true to form you do so. Now I have your attention haven’t I? I can 
see you from the corner of my eye as I stare at the screen 
pretending that the figures running around with the ball are more 
interesting than you. They are not because what you are starting to 
do is what I am interested in. I can see you leaning forward, trying 
to catch my eye. I know you are there but I am not going to 
acknowledge you. Sometimes you throw something towards me to 
get my attention, usually a cushion. It is not a nasty action, not like 
when I throw things at you. That reminds me, I must replace that 
coffee mug which I hurled at you. You were light on your toes that 
day as it sailed past and smashed against the wall. Anyway, that 
was last week and this is now and I can hear you asking the 
question a third time. Will it be the cushion? No, you have chosen 
to stand up instead. Gosh, you must be looking to assert some 
authority from the get go. 


“T am talking to you.” 


I know that you are but I am not answering you but already I can 
hear the mounting irritation in your voice and already I can feel the 


flames rising inside of me as they burn away the cold, harsh iciness 
of your criticism. That pain is already receding. 


“Will you answer me please?” 


No I will not. I have to turn my head so you do not see my smirk at 
your attempt to be commanding. It amuses me. I can see your 
hands move to your hips and I half expect you to stamp the ground 
with your foot. 


“What’s the matter? Why won’t you answer me?” 


The voice rises higher, signalling your anxiety and frustration and 
the flames continue to build inside of me. I maintain the stony 
faced expression, ink black eyes staring at the screen. I can see the 
movement on the television but it as if I am watching it from very 
far away as all that I am concentrating on now is your voice and 
the continuing delicious flaming sensation that is sweeping across 
me. 


“Why are you not answering me?” 


The questions have altered now haven’t they? A switch from your 
nosiness about my work to you now asking why I have fallen silent. 
You can keep asking and I know you will. You will go on for some 
time. You will storm out of the room trying to force a response 
from me, but your slammed door just keeps the flames burning. 
You will come back in. you always do. You will return contrite and 
apologising although you won’t know what you are trying to 
apologise for. Still, that won’t stop you going through a carousel of 
reasons in the hope of breaking my silence. 
“Did I upset you?” 
“Did I say something wrong?” 
“Did I not listen to you?” 
“Did I say something offensive?” 
“Please, what did I do wrong?” 


“Please will you just talk to me?” 


“T hate this. I hate falling out. What is that I have done?” 


Every time you ask these questions, the pain and concern in your 
voice keeps adding to the sense of power that I am feeling. The 
wound you created has long since closed and now I am savouring 
the growing power that courses through me. You have no idea 
what you are doing as you try, as you always do, to make things 
right. I will stay seated here, not even looking at you. You won’t try 
and stand in front of me whilst I am watching the television. You 
will not dare do that or switch it off. You remember what happened 
last time when you did that don’t you and I know you won’t be in a 
hurry to experience that again. I can sit and revel in my power over 
you and you just keep adding to it with your pitiful and plaintive 
questions. You will try to find out what is wrong, you will blame 
yourself next and start to apologise as you scramble to guess what 
it is that you have done wrong in the hope that you stumble on the 
right subject matter and make things rights. But you will fail. Then 
you move on to trying to bribe me into speaking to you, suggesting 
we go out, or my friends come round for drinks tomorrow night or 
that you will cook me something special. Keep at it, I won’t 
respond. I will not even look at you. You are completely invisible to 
me as far as you are concerned. 


I wonder how long I will maintain this silence with you? 
You haven’t worked out what to do yet, I am pleased to say. You 
keep on asking, pestering and questioning, driven by your own 
anxiety that causes you to want to ascertain what has happened 
and make things right. This means you might break off for half an 
hour but then you resume, trying a different tack. If all you knew 
you had to so was do exactly what I am doing and it would stop. 
Go silent and get on with what you want to do and I will start 
speaking to you and acknowledging you once again as I consider a 
different manipulation to use against you to gather my precious 
fuel. Fortunately, your empathic nature which means you want to 
understand and you want to fix and heal, will make you hang in 
there and all the while you provide me with fuel and power me. So 
long as you do so, so long the silence will continue. 


The Twenty Admissions of Victimhood 


There are many things that my kind like you to say. We want to 
hear your praise, your affection, your love and your adoration. We 
want to hear your anger, your frustration, your upset and your 
vitriol. You hear words. We hear emotions which fuel us and cause 
the powering flames to burn fiercer and higher. When you become 
ensnared by one of our kind, we make you a victim of our range of 
machinations. As part of this entrapment we aim to have you 
provide us with fuel and this is done by causing you to say certain 
things to us. We are obsessed with the concept of our status, our 
superiority and our power. We must always ensure that you are 
inferior to us, that we are in control and that you are obedient. If 
we ever feel that this imbalance is slipping, then we will fight to 
maintain it. We are the conqueror you are the conquered. In 
keeping with this need for control and domination, we want you to 
not only be the victim but ensure that you act as one and portray 
your status of victimhood at all times in your dealings with us, save 
when we decide to the contrary. The latter being usually for public 
appearances and the maintenance of the façade. We want and need 
to hear you reinstate your designated role. Of course this does not 
mean that you will declare that you are a victim, using those very 
words, because when we have you in our grasp you do not realise 
that you are indeed a victim. Instead we need to hear it through 
you stating certain phrases which amount to admissions that you 
are a victim. Understand that when you make these remarks you 
are fuelling us and also reinforcing the imbalance that exists 
between you and us. 


1. I am sorry. 
2. I just didn’t think. 
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10. 
11. 
12. 
13. 
14. 
15. 
16. 
17. 
18. 
19. 
20. 


I don’t know what I am supposed to do. 
I can’t understand what you want. 
I can’t take this anymore. 
I will do anything for you. 
I just want this to work. 
I’m not giving up on us. 
I deserve better than this. 
Why are you doing this? 
Please stop. 
Please talk to me. 
Am I not good enough for you? 
Why is it only me that is treated like this? 
I just want to be happy. 
Tell me what you want from me. 
I didn’t realise. 
I always put you first. 
I want to make you happy. 
What’s happened to us? 


A Show of Support 


Whilst we consider ourselves omnipotent, mighty and all- 
conquering it remains the fact that we are unable to do much of 
what is required to gather our fuel, execute our machinations 
and exert control without the assistance of our supporters. 
Gaining supporters is important to us and it is not difficult for us 
to do so. Much in the same way that we seduce the person who 
we install as a primary source of fuel, we seduce people to 
become our supporters. What does it take to become one of our 
supporters? You must provide fuel, that is paramount and 
something that we expect from all those who we recruit to be 
our supporters. Predictably enough however we want more than 
just fuel. We want your obedience, we want you to speak well of 
us to others and accept our views over those advanced by other 
people. We want you to provide us with character traits which 
we can purloin for ourselves and pass them off as our own to the 
rest of the world. We want you to carry out our orders. Not 
everybody that we recruit is able to carry out these requirements 
and therefore this results in us having different classifications of 
supporter. 

Where do these supporters come from? When you first 
become entangled with our kind you will notice that we have 
family, friends, colleagues and acquaintances who think highly 
of us. There will be occasions when someone who appears to be 
a stranger will stop and say hello to us on the street. We receive 
particularly good service from a waitress who evidently knows 
who we are. Our supporters are drawn from everybody around 
us. They do not all have to be friends with us, many supporters 
remain in the ranks of acquaintances, colleagues and minions 
without ever advancing to the status of being an inner or outer 
circle friend, but for every category of proximity of supply of 
fuel that exists, those people are our supporters. There will be an 
impressive infrastructure of supporters in place when we first 


interact but it will not end there. We want your supporters to 
become our supporters. Of course, those who support you are 
your supporters for completely different reasons to our 
supporters. That does not matter. Your supporters will also be 
subjected to the charm, pleasantness, kindness and magnetism in 
order to draw them into our sphere of influence and anoint them 
as one of our supporters and to place them into the relevant 
category. We regard it as fundamental that we recruit your 
supporters to be ours. At first it is not a mutually exclusive 
arrangement. Indeed, since you are firmly in the golden period 
then it is easy for these people to support you and I. It is once 
the devaluation begins and especially when a smear campaign is 
launched that the value of your supporters to us becomes 
greater. It is then that those supporters show their true worth to 
my kind by altering the way that they deal with you and/or 
refusing to alter the way that they deal with us. We always aim 
to recruit from your ranks. 

So, what are the categories that we classify these 
supporters into? 


The Facade - I regularly make mention of how the maintenance 
of the façade is important. We want the world to think we are 
kind, wonderful, interesting, charming, generous and an all- 
round decent person. Those people who are assigned to the 
facade provide us with fuel and think well of us. The facade is 
supported by a cast array of people ranging from family, friends, 
colleagues all the way through to strangers. We want all your 
supporters to buy into this as well, as a minimum, so that when 
the time comes to devalue you, smear you and discard you, you 
find that you run into a wall of unimpeachable individuals who 
all believe that we would never hurt you, that we are decent and 
you must be making it up, exaggerating or taking things out of 
proportion. 


The Coterie — this is our stable of highly visible supporters. 


They can be relied on to provide us with fuel, more often and to 
a greater degree than those who are in the facade. This group 
will contain people who can provide us with those character 
traits which we like to steal. They believe everything that we say 
and are very difficult to persuade that the facade is just an 
illusion. They will gladly do things for us but are not engaged to 
directly carry out our machinations against you. We do not 
regard their loyalty and blind obedience to be that great. 
However, if we ask them to tell the world how great we are, 
they will do so. If we want to borrow money, get a lift 
somewhere, have them pick up a parcel and so forth they will 
willingly do so. The coterie is a competitive place where its 
members vie against one another for our favour, in order to 
show that they get to spend longer with us, or time with us 
alone, or that we have praised them over someone else. The 
coterie can be relied on to always agree with us, disagree with 
you, laugh at our jokes, stand and listen to our anecdotes and 
marvel at our magnificence. The coterie will embrace you 
warmly when we begin our seduction of you but do not be 
fooled. None of them like you. They only pretend to do so in 
order to gain our favour. They are jealous because they want to 
be our favourite, they want to be the primary source. They do 
not know what a primary source is, in the same way that you 
don’t, but they want to be regarded in the same way as the way 
we regard you during the seduction. This promise of a more 
intense golden period to the one that they already enjoy keeps 
them in line. Imagine a royal court and these courtiers are 
always to hand, gossiping, scheming and pretending in order to 
gain some royal grace and favour from their monarch; us. When 
we give the signal this group of people will turn their backs on 
you, happily disseminate our propaganda about you and support 
our smearing of you. 


Turncoat Coterie — this group is as the above Coterie but 
contains those people who were once your supporters. Initially 


the person is admitted to our coterie because they are content to 
support both you and I and during the golden period there is no 
difficulty. This person has been earmarked for the Turncoat 
Coterie because they naturally promote the facade but they want 
more. They often contact us and not you, they talk to us without 
you being around and as time progresses we ensure that their 
loyalty to us becomes greater than their loyalty to you. To put it 
in your parlance, they start off as one of your friends, become 
both our friends and then decide they want to be my friend 
rather than remain friends with you. This person’s status is never 
apparent until it is time for them to make a choice between you 
and I, which is usually around the time of a smear campaign and 
discard. They will not actively do anything against you, but they 
will promote our smear to others and turn their back on you 
when we decree that ought to be done. Not only do we revel in 
such a recruitment since it bolsters the number of our 
supporters, but it also means that you will be hurt by their 
treachery and this provides us with fuel and emphasises our 
power. 


Lieutenants — the agents who believe what we say, remain loyal 
and will carry out our demands in order to retain our favour and 
receive other tokens of our appreciation and largesse. Our 
lieutenants are not only those who will provide us with fuel, 
carry out favours for us but they will actively assist us in our 
machinations. Whether it is finding out information about a 
prospective target before we engage, administering one of our 
devaluing manipulations by proxy or utilising the lieutenant in a 
hoover, these are the elite of our supporters. They may not 
number many in nature and they do not know what we are, 
other than they regard us as a brilliant and magnetic person who 
has also done right by them. We will have undertaken favours 
for them in order to secure their loyalty. We will also have some 
“dirt” on them as well which we will use to apply pressure if we 
have any concerns that their loyalty is wavering. The Lieutenant 


can be called on for fuel in times of emergency, to assist us in 
our smear campaigns, to gather information for us and to remain 
loyal. I like to keep one lieutenant that you do not know about 
so that he or she can be used with impunity often during a 
hoover. Unaware that this person is connected to me, your 
defences will be lowered and this will enable my lieutenant to 
acquire information from you and initiate contact for me to 
improve the prospects of the hoover succeeding. You may find 
that not long after you have escaped us that you are approached 
by someone who seems interested in you romantically. There is 
a good chance this person is a hitherto unknown Lieutenant of 
ours. Not only does this improve the hoover prospects but if you 
happen to succumb to it and later escape or evade it in the first 
place and realise that a Lieutenant was involved, this will cause 
you to remain anxious about anybody else who engages with 
your romantically. This causes you to struggle to move forward 
and find someone new who will distract you from thinking about 
us. 


Turncoat Lieutenant - the ultimate supporter. This person is a 
friend or family member of yours who you think that you can 
rely on and trust, but in actual fact they are loyal to me and not 
only that they are actively briefing against you. It is this person 
who enables me to acquire your new mobile telephone number 
after you have changed it post escape. It is this person who tells 
me where you have moved to, where you will be on a particular 
evening and who you are fraternising with in order to maximise 
my attempt to hoover you. This person will operate on our 
behalf so that during devaluation when you are seeking solace 
from them and trying to understand what is happening this 
Turncoat Lieutenant will be advancing reasons which support 
my position and undermine yours. You can expect them to tell 
you. 

“Are you sure that is what really happened?” 

“I think you are over-reacting to be honest.” 


“Maybe if you tired x or y, he may calm down.” 
“Well, is it any wonder, he works really hard, he is probably 
stressed.” 

“That’s not something to worry about, trust me.” 

“You are becoming fixated with something that isn’t a problem.” 
“He does a lot for you, you know, often you don’t know about 
it.” 

“T find that hard to believe, he is always fine with me.” 

“He wouldn’t mean that. I think you are seeing something which 
isn’t there.” 

“Take it from me, I know he has your best interests at heart.” 


If you start hearing comments which sound as if they could be uttered 
by my kind, you are most likely dealing with a Turncoat Lieutenant. 
Often this individual has fallen for the lies we have told about you and 
the charm we have sent in their direction. If this person is of the 
opposite sex (or same if we are of that particular sexual orientation) 
there is a good chance they are your replacement and the reward for 
their loyalty to us and betrayal of you, will be to replace you as our 
primary source and as our intimate partner. This person will advance 
any smears against you and also persuade others amongst your 
supporters that we are right and you are wrong, causing confusion and 
doubt. Their impact is significant and we always aim to recruit such a 
person. They will often remain undetected, waiting for when we need 
to activate them and then they will cause havoc in your camp, 
undermining you to others, turning people against you and having you 
doubt yourself. A Turncoat Lieutenant is a dangerous weapon once 
recruited by us. 


Why Has He Gone Back? 


Think back to that glorious time when you were courted by the 
narcissist who ensnared you. Amidst the delight and excitement of 
that powerful and dizzying seduction there is a good chance that 
mention was made of his or her ex. That person was the devil 
incarnate weren’t they? They were an abuser, a drunk, an addict, a 
gold-digger, a gambler, never worked, a sponger, never helped 
around the house, never helped with the children, bad-tempered, 
unsociable, awkward, played video games all day and so on. No 
doubt your narcissist’s ex was one or more of those things. They 
were smeared to you from the off. 


“He is just plain evil.” 
“She is utterly batshit crazy.” 
“You won’t want to meet her; she is a fruit loop.” 


“He is violent and nasty. Charming on the outside but horrible on 
the inside.” 


A hundred different ways to ensure that you thought ill of the 
predecessor ex and more highly of us. Praise for having broken 
free, sympathy for what we endured, encouragement for being with 
you. The fuel flowed as we recounted tale after tale of terrible 
treatment. All of this was told after we had jettisoned this person as 
we embedded you into our world. 


It may even have been the case that you commenced an affair with 
us. We admitted we were married, lived with somebody or in a 
relationship but a combination of our charismatic magnetism and 
the tales of woe about how our partner was horrible and abusive 
meant that you saw somebody wonderful in need of your love and 
you felt no real concerns at interfering in our relationship. After all, 
how many times did we tell you that we never had sex with them 
anymore, that we did not even share a bed, how we were only 


together for the sake of the children and a hundred other reasons 
that are given to entice you and reassure you that it is you we 
want. We may well have even left our partner to be with you. You 
triumphed. Good overcame evil as you ensured that we had the 
support, courage and determination to escape their horrible 
treatment of us. You had us to yourself and the golden period could 
truly commence. 


Sometime later, it might be weeks, it could be months and possibly 
even years, something strange happened. 


We went back. 


You were unceremoniously dropped and we returned to the arms of 
the ex-partner once again. How could this be so? How could we 
return to someone so horrible, so abusive, so evil? How could we 
go back to this person about whom we told you so many stories of 
their abusive behaviour and ugly character? How could we return 
after you rescued us from them? How could we do this after 
everything you have done for us? Whereas the ex was horrible, you 
were delightful, the ex did not care, you never stopped caring and 
where the ex was cruel, you were wonderful. You helped us 
through the separation and you shielded us when the savage ex 
came after us, blaming you for breaking a happy (ha!) marriage up. 
You heard their protestations that you turned their partner’s head, 
whispered lies about them so as to turn their partner against the ex. 
You remember how astonished you were at the time that someone 
would have the audacity to behave in such an abusive manner and 
then accuse you of doing the things that they engaged in. This ex 
was just as we described wasn’t she? Manipulative, vicious and 
blaming everybody else but herself. Just as we had warned you, she 
behaved exactly to type. She even accused us of certain things but 
you did not believe them because we had already forewarned you 
that this was something she would do. Try to make you think that 
we were the abusive one in order to deflect attention from what she 
was really like. How on earth could we go back to this liar, this 
cheat, this abuser, this evil and horrible person? It just made no 
sense. 


In some instances, you received no answer. Our number 
had changed. We moved back in with this person at a place you 
don’t know. We blocked you on social media, those friends you 
thought you had made in our circles shunned you or just told you 
to accept that these things happen and to move on. But you cannot. 
You cannot fathom out why someone could do this. Firstly, why 
return to an abuser? Secondly, why drop someone wonderful like 
you who we had professed a real and perfect love for? Nothing 
made sense anymore. 


You might have been able to confront us to try and find 
out why on earth we have behaved in this way. You may have been 
given a sole opportunity to state your case and to find out why we 
have done this and left you devastated. You will have been told 
things such as: - 


“T knew that I really did love them. You helped me realise that and 
for that you have my gratitude.” 


“She promised to change and I thought she deserved that chance.” 


“T did it for the sake of the children rather than my own 
happiness.” 


“We had been together for twenty years. I realised I could not do 
that to her.” 


You will have argued against these comments. You will have tried 
to persuade us in order to get us back again. No doubt you said 
things to each of the above comments, like these: - 


“You don’t love her. How can you love someone who has abused you 
for such a long time? You have done the hard bit, getting away from 
her. You cannot go back.” 


“She won’t change. Why would she? You said it yourself she has 
promised this before and nothing has happened.” 


“If you did the right thing for your children you would not expose them 
to such a toxic atmosphere as the one you described between you and 
her.” 


“She as you under complete control. You don’t know anything other 
than her abusive ways and you have accepted them. You don’t have to 
do that. I can help you.” 


Your desperate and well-intentioned pleas and reasoning failed. 
The reason why is because when we said each of the comments 
above, this is what we really meant. 


“I knew that I really did love her. You helped me realise that and 
for that you have my gratitude.” 


“You weren’t the fuel I thought you would be and I realised 
the fuel I would get from going back and hoovering my ex and 
seeking another chance would outweigh what you were giving 
me and it worked. But don’t worry. I am not going to get rid of 

you just yet. I have organised a wonderful triangulation for 
me, you and her that will carry on through the reconciliation. 
It will be like we are having an affair (having an affair again). 

How exciting. How fuel-laden” 


“She promised to change and I thought she deserved that chance.” 


“I promised to change. That hoovered her back in. It always 
does and she felt for it and that fuel is better than yours.” 


“T did it for the sake of the children rather than my own 


happiness.” 


“I saw some cracks in the facade and realised that people 
actually might turn against me. I need that façade so I have to 
sacrifice you instead. You won’t realise this but I have told 
her, our families and friends that you are a stalker and you 
were trying to blackmail me. They understand. The façade is 
intact. You are expendable.” 


“We had been together for twenty years. I realised I could not do 
that to her.” 


“I know her inside out and I know that no matter how many 
times I do this she will always take me back and give me 
powerful hoover fuel. I know I told you that you were the only 
one I have left her for. That wasn’t true. You are nothing 
special. I have done it many times before and I will do it again. 
I might do it again with you if you are foolish enough to give 
me another chance. It is all good fuel.” 


If you are reeling from the stunning revelation that we have 
returned to the ex that was labelled as horrible and abusive. If you 
are unable to comprehend why we would do this, I understand. I 
understand that it truly makes no sense when looked at from your 
perspective. The reality is however they were never abusive. I am 
the abuser. I used you as I used my partner in order to get fuel. I 
projected my behaviours onto them and you lapped it all up, giving 
me positive fuel and negative fuel from her as I triangulated you 
with her. I may not have gone back, but the quality of the hoover 
fuel and the ease by which I can achieve it makes it irresistible. I 
will come back to you again and you will let me because you have 
tasted the golden period. You still believe she is the bitch and the 
two of you will fight over me blaming one another rather than 
realise that I am to the blame. I planned it. I orchestrated it. I am 
the puppet master. 


Ten Tells of Triangulation 


Triangulation is a staple manipulative device in our arsenal. 
Triangulation is a convenient way to describe an affair, having a bit 
on the side, flirting, playing away, investing in a new prospect, 
having a form of distraction, a plaything and so on. The reality is 
that triangulation offends the principles of why two people are in a 
relationship and is a method of manipulation which is used to gain 
fuel, cause confusion and exert control. The principle reason that 
we engage in it is because we are able to derive two sources of fuel 
from two different appliances. Sometimes the fuel is doubly 
positive and others both positive and negative. This is edifying and 
invigorating. You may be triangulated with a person or an object. 
There may be triangles operating within triangles. Triangulation 
provides fuel but also allows us to generate confusion and engage 
in distraction tactics whereby you and the other person attack one 
another, failing to realise (or perhaps not wanting to be seen to 
realise for fear of being regarded as losing out) that is us that has 
caused the triangulation. Usually you will not be aware that you 
are being triangulated with the other person. It is easier to keep 
you and the other person separated and we enjoy our time with 
them and then our time with you. We draw fuel from you both and 
neither of you know about the other. We see no problem in 
behaving like this. We are never accountable; we are entitled to do 
as we like. We do not distinguish between you because you are just 
appliances to us and therefore entirely interchangeable. Before we 
decide to up the ante and reveal your opponent to you, thus 
heightening your reactions and responses, you may actually be able 
to ascertain that you are being triangulated as there are certain tells 
which exist. These are more obvious amongst the Lesser and Mid- 
Range of our kind as they may lack the higher function to 
remember things that they have done or said and occasionally slip 
up, thereby revealing the tell. If you confront us with this tell we 
will spin some yarn, persuade you that there is nothing in it, this 


person is a friend, there is a glitch with the ‘phone, somebody else 


did it, you are imagining things, you are over-reacting and in our 


time-honoured fashion we will deny and deflect and even go on the 


attack if need be in order to protect our investment in both you and 
the other person. If you do see these tells, do not challenge us 


about them. You are only giving us a chance to draw fuel from you, 


confused you and worm our way out of it. If you see these tells you 


now know what they mean. You are being triangulated. Here are 


ten of those tells. 


1. 


10. 


Our mobile ‘phone will have duplicate messages. We 
send the same message to you and the other person, 
often within seconds of the first message. 

We will buy you a duplicate gift having already given 
it to you a week or so ago. 

We will tell you something that we have already told 
you before, more or less word for word. 

We will make reference to something you said even 
though you have not said it (it was the other person 
who said it). 

We will make reference to something we apparently 
did together which you will not remember. (This is 
because we did it with the other person). 

We will call you by someone else’s name. 

You may hear us say things under our breath such as 
“She wouldn’t do this” or “she would agree to do it”. 
We will fail to acknowledge you doing something for 
us thinking it was done by the other person, for 
instance a surprise gift. 

We will remark we don’t want to do something again 
even though we have never done it with you. (We did 
it with the other person). 

We will ask a question which is out of context. 
For instance, asking how your dad is recovering when 
there is nothing wrong with him. (It is of course the 


other person’s dad who is ill). 


Where Has He Gone? 


The relationship had hit a rocky patch, albeit describing it as such 
would actually understate the manner in which our relationship has 
progressed as of late. It would be more accurate to describe it as a 
series of peaks and troughs. The devaluation began and the unpleasant 
behaviour has worsened. There have been peaks when we granted you 
respite from the denigration and abuse, the brief reinstatement of the 
golden period, before you were plunged once again into another 
trough of bewildering and upsetting treatment. Each descent seemed 
steeper and harsher than the preceding one. You hung in there, 
clinging on to the prospect of another glimpse of the golden period. 
Perhaps this time you would be able to hold onto it? After all, you 
must be doing something correctly mustn’t you if you can get the 
golden period to return? If only you could work out what was 
necessary to cause it to return and then for it to remain, then 
everything would be wonderful again. It is this eternal hope, which 
we rely on and that we stoke, which causes you to hold on even whilst 
you are being spun around, pushed and pulled and driven to despair. 


This tumultuous period has persisted and then suddenly we have 
gone. We did not return when you expected us. The repeated 
telephone calls you have made have resulted in a ringtone but nobody 
answers. You have left repeated voicemail messages and you have sent 
numerous text messages, each with mounting desperation, begging 
and pleading for us to get in touch. You have called friends who have 
not been unable to assist in locating us. You even called the local 
police and hospital to ascertain if we had been arrested or we were 
being treated following a fall or a road accident, but those enquiries 
have drawn a blank as well. You have checked our online presence 
and there is nothing that shows any activity there since we 
disappeared. Messages do not even show as read. There is no indicator 
of us being online for over twenty hours now. It is as if we have 
vanished from the face of the earth. 


People may regard this as the discard. This moment when we 
just cease all contact with you and disappear. It certainly feels like 
you have been discarded. As the hours turn into days and you still 
have heard nothing, you feel like we have just gone elsewhere without 
caring about telling you, providing you with some kind of explanation 
or even being concerned about the effect this disappearing act has had 
on you. Although this sudden cessation by our kind has gained 
popular description as the discard, a more accurate way of describing 
it would be to call it the pause. 


This is because although we have vanished and we give the 
appearance of having ended the relationship, in our minds it has not 
ended. I have mentioned before that from the moment you are 
engaged by us, you have accepted an unwritten contract that you will 
be bound to us, in some way, until one of us dies. The nature of this 
binding, this connection will vary dependent on the various stages of 
the relationship. During seduction we will have many tendrils 
wrapped around you as we bind you tight to us and this continues 
during the golden period. The tendrils will unravel and then tighten 
again during the devaluation stage and then nearly all will release you 
when the “discard” occurs. You may not see us, you may not hear 
from us, you may have no contact at all with us, but in our mind there 
still remains some tendrils between us. A handful may still remain for 
the purpose of gathering fuel. Even though we cannot see your 
desperation and your despair, we know that this is what you will be 
experiencing and this provides us with fuel. Accordingly, there 
remains an intangible connection between us still. Even when those 
fuel tendrils loosen, it remains the case that there will be at least one 
left which will remain for however long is necessary before more 
tendrils come looking for you again as we unpause the hiatus and 
hoover you. 


Accordingly, it may appear that we have discarded you but 
that is not actually the case. We have pressed pause so that we can 
halt that relationship. At some point we will return and press play 
again. You may have moved on in terms of your life, trying to heal 
and to piece things together again. We regard the relationship just as 


it was before we disappeared. That is why we often behave like 
nothing has happened. When we do re-appear we display an 
astonishing tendency to carry on as normal, as if the hiatus of months, 
maybe even years, did not actual happen. This is because from our 
perspective there has been no hiatus. We paused our dealings with 
you and now they can continue. Whatever else has gone on in 
between is irrelevant and does not need to be discussed. This capacity 
to behave in such a manner leaves you bewildered and amazed but 
this is entirely how we regard matters when we do such a 
disappearing act. All we have done is press pause and you are 
expected to be ready and waiting for when we come back and press 
play again. 

So where do we go when this happens? The simple answer is 
that something shinier, brighter and more interesting has gained our 
attention. Just like how a child can be playing with building bricks 
and then when a toy with noises and flashing lights is waved under 
his or her nose, the child wants the new toy and immediately forgets 
about the reliable building bricks, we are the same. We will have been 
cultivating and courting this new toy and when we deem that it is 
superior to you we want to play with it all the time. We do not want 
to play with you anymore. When we seduced you, we made you feel 
like nothing else in the world mattered and you were the centre of our 
universe. This is now happening with your replacement. This more 
effective appliance has been chosen over you and in order to ensure 
that the seduction is totally effective and the fuel is obtained in huge 
amounts all attention must be focused on the new arrival. We will 
have moved between the two of you for a period of time (although 
you may not know this was happening) as we evaluated the prospects 
of the positive fuel from them against the continuing negative fuel 
from you. We enjoy receiving both but then the decision is made that 
the positive is going to be in copious amounts and therefore we switch 
to wanting this all the time and you are forgotten about, although not 
forever. 


When this pause happens we will be concentrating on the 
new primary source of fuel that we have selected. The seduction had 


already begun. This is now the golden period for us and her. Just like 
the one you had. For this to continue the binding and the fuel 
provision all our efforts must be concentrated on her and not you. All 
resources are shifted to this front and you are forgotten about. It 
seems as if you never existed but we have not pressed stop. You do 
not get away that easily. We pressed pause so that you were shunted 
to one side so we could ensure that nothing got in the way of the 
coupling up with the new appliance. We will be taking them to places, 
whisking them away, spending lots of time at their house, just as we 
once did with you. That is where we have gone to. We have gone to 
someone else and have done it with the intensity and totality as we 
once did with you. 


Do not despair however. We will be back to press play again. When 

might that be? You will be given no clue but the temptation of fresh 
hoover fuel will mean that pause becomes play, although it is more 

likely to feel like rewind to you as it all starts again. 


Too Good For That 


We regard ourselves as superior. Even a Victim Narcissist has a 
superior view of himself, he is special because of his illness and 
infirmity and this means that he should be treated better than 
everybody else. The Somatic Narcissist is better looking, physically 
fitter and has a tighter bottom than anyone else. The Cerebral 
Narcissist is cleverer, more intellectual, a brilliant advocate and has a 
brain the size of a planet and as for the Elite of us, well not only do 
we look great we are dazzling, witty, entertaining and knowledgeable, 
superior in every department to the likes of you. This lofty sense of 
ourselves is apparent all the time because we feel no need to hide our 
light under a bushel. Oh, we may attach some false modesty to some 
of our brags and boasts but it is only done to generate an ever more 
appreciative response from people around us. We like to remind 
people about our superiority repeatedly. It appears during seduction 
but you will naturally regard it as an attractive quality then, labelling 
it as confidence, a dynamic approach, someone who shows no fear 
and gets things done, an achiever, somebody successful and who 
doesn’t want to be associated with such a person. Accordingly, our 
superiority will be exhibited in plain sight but portrayed as good 
thing. It continues during devaluation as we repeatedly remind you 
that we are the master, you are the servant, we are in charge and you 
are not, we do and you are done to. Even when we hoover you we 
remain superior because someone who wants you back after the way 
you have behaved or someone who (falsely) recognises their own 
shortcomings must surely be superior mustn’t they? The unleashed 
smear campaign is another piece of our superiority. We are not 
smeared are we? We are impervious to it, nobody would dare do it 
and if they tried nobody would believe them because our innate 
superiority embodied in the facade that we have created. Every single 
step of your dance with our kind exudes our superiority. It is felt, 
seen, heard and witnessed, from the way we behave with you through 
to the way that we behave with others. It is natural to us and 


therefore should be expected. It is also necessary. If we are not 
superior to you, we cannot be in control. If we are not in control, then 
how can we keep you providing us with fuel? Our superiority is 
necessary. Our superiority is always evident. Here are twenty ways in 
which we demonstrate our superiority through the things we say. 


1. I don’t do domesticated 

2. I would never shop there. It is for the great unwashed. 

3. I wouldn’t expect you to understand what I am saying 
but you could at least try. 


4. Someone has to lead, someone has to make decisions. 
5 Don’t expect me to do something like that. 
6. Don’t be sorry, be accurate. Like me. 
7 I don’t have time for this. 
8. That isn’t something I would ever be found doing. 
9 People like me are above things like that. 
10. Yes, well it is about your level isn’t it? 
11. Don’t worry about it, how would you ever know 
that? 
12. These things are best left to people like me. 
13. It can be tough at the top you know. 
14. I don’t shovel shit. 
15. Do I look like a cleaner to you? 
16. I have more important things to do. 
17. This is minutiae and beneath me. 
18. Come back when you earn as much as I do. 
19. Show me a good loser and I will show you a 
loser. 
20. Do you know who I am? 


Here He Comes Again 


The hoover. A tried and trusted method of gaining fuel and exerting 
control over a victim once again. Whether they are benign or malign 
the hoover is an integral part of our repertoire. They are often part of 
a concerted action which is designed to break down your defences and 
suck you back in so we are able to exert control over you once again. 
Sometimes it is to con you into resuming the relationship again, 
sometimes it is purely to hurt you further and draw negative fuel. We 
may devise a particular scenario, use other people to effect the hoover 
by proxy and plan an effective way of establishing contact and then 
unleashing the hoover. For the hoover to be effective it must have two 
constituent parts: - 


1. A method of contact; 
2. A method of causing a reaction (positive or negative) 


We may have devised a delightful scenario which will cause you to 
come running back to us oozing sympathy-based fuel but if we cannot 
establish contact with you it is pointless. This is why I often mention 
how it may seem that we have left you alone but all it is, is that we 
are waiting for a moment to establish contact so we can then cause 
the reaction. We are of course mindful that if you escaped us you have 
no doubt instigated no contact and that your defences remain high, 
you are on a state of alert and wary about what we are doing. 
Sometimes sheer force of the hoover and our magnetic personalities 
prove enough to surmount these defences but this can take time and 
in particular energy and as you know we prefer to conserve our 
energy. There is a particular hoover which I call the Seduction Shuffle. 
It is invariably a benign hoover and relies on you thinking we will do 
something and you are wrong-footed when we do not, only for us to 
then make our move. 


The circumstances are such that we allow you to know that 
we are in the vicinity. This may be through somebody else. It might be 
by walking past where you live or work. We do not make any 
approach to you. We do not look towards where you might be 
watching us from, we do not reach out. All we do is want you to know 
that we are nearby and then we do nothing. 


You have been expecting us to get in touch. When we first re- 
appear or you get news of us being nearby you will raise your 
defences again expecting an approach but then when it does not 
happen you are taken aback and confused. Why has he not tried to get 
in touch? He walked past your window the other day but did not even 
look towards you? He passed the office but acted as if he did not 
realise? Perhaps he is interested in me anymore? Why would that be 
the case? You almost feel insulted by the fact that we are back in town 
and have not looked you up. You wonder what is wrong and in that 
usual way of yours you start to question yourself. This failure to act 
when we show up leaves you somewhat bewildered, possibly relieved 
and your defences come down. Maybe we have moved on, perhaps we 
are no longer interested in you although you cannot help but want to 
know why this is. Your curiosity is piqued and you are torn between 
knowing you should stay away but also wanting to find out why we 
have not approached you. Is it the case that we are no longer 
interested? Could this really be true? You need to know. Part of you 
wants the confirmation that it is over, part of you wants to know why 
you are not good enough for us to approach again and your desire to 
know proves difficult to control. Words reaches you from a third party 
that they were talking to us, but no, we did not mention you or ask 
about you. This troubles you although you know you should not care, 
but you do. Admittedly, there may be some of you who will not react 
to this method but they are in the minority. The desire to achieve 
some kind of understanding as to what happened, some kind of 
closure, perhaps the chance to get a few things off your chest still 
churns inside of you. The fact we looked well has drawn your interest 
again, rekindling thoughts and feelings from that first seduction, but 
overall you want to know why the shark is swimming nearby again 
but has not come hunting for you. We know these thoughts will be 
going through your head. We know you saw us. We know that you 
showed disappointment when a member of our coterie said they had 
spoken to us and not mentioned you. Already you have begun to 
provide fuel to us and we are content to wait for that delicious hoover 
fuel. Hoover fuel is always enjoyable, whether relief, joy, loving or 


upset, it all empowers us but it is especially rewarding when you come 
into our sphere of influence again. With defences lowered as you think 
that you are abler to handle our machinations and manipulations now 
you decide that you want to find out what we are doing back, who we 
are with and most of all the reason why we have not been in touch 
with you. The temptation proves too great and after all, one text 
message or a telephone conversation cannot do any harm can it? Once 
we see that message from you or your name appears on the mobile 
‘phone screen, or we don’t recognise the number but recognise your 
voice when we answer we can scent even more fuel. You have made 
the contact and this tells us that you have opened yourself up to 
provide us with the sought after reaction and this waiting game has 
once again proven successful. We can now strike and finish the 
hoover. 


Mother Knows Best 


“I love you.” 


“I have heard this is a good one for getting a reaction from you because 
this is what you always want to hear.” 


“You won’t ever amount to anything.” 


“Not while I am interfering in every facet of your life, controlling you and 
making your childhood and your adult life one long battle.” 


“I just thought I would call you and see how you are.” 


“You do not give me enough fuel. You are an ungrateful son/daughter and 
I regret the day I gave birth to you.” 


“It is my birthday next week and I just wondered if you had 
anything planned.” 


“I expect something lavish and spectacular so I can be centre stage. If you 
haven’t planned such an event you are cruel and uncaring, just as I always 
thought.” 


“I am proud of you.” 


“For once you have done something I approve of and now I can take all the 
credit for it.” 


“You were quite a challenge when you were younger.” 


“I thought you might resist my cold-hearted manipulation of you, but I 
broke you in the end.” 


“I suppose you have heard the sad news about your Uncle Paul 
dying?” 


“A death! A funeral! Such a wonderful stage for me to dominate and all 
those relatives to suck fuel from.” 


“I am trying to help you; you know?” 


“I am trying to control you, stop resisting me.” 


“I have done so much for you. All I want is some thanks.” 


“I think I have done so much for you. I need some fuel.” 


“It was a joke. You take yourself so seriously.” 


“It was not a joke. Damn you for seeing through it. I need to back track 
quickly so I am not accountable.” 


“You were an accident.” 


“Go on cry and make me feel powerful.” 


“Your father and I have discussed this as we think...” 


“I have decided....” 


“Your father agrees with me so there is no point running to him.” 


“Your father knows better than to contradict me.” 


“I had such high hopes for you.” 


“You aren’t doing what I want.” 


“That never happened.” 


“It did but you are not allowed to hold that against me.” 


“We never thought you would leave home.” 


“You were not meant to move out of my control.” 


“We hardly ever see you these days.” 


“You should be providing me with fuel more often.” 


“You weren’t like this when you were little.” 


“You were so much easier to control back then.” 


“I don’t love you.” 


“I don’t love you. I never have.” 


On Trial 


“Bring forth the next defendant,” my booming baritone declares from 
my elevated position. You find yourself being hauled and pushed by 
two of my lieutenants as the drag you up some stairs. The noise of a 
raucous crowd grows as you emerge blinking and anxious into the 
dock. Your eyes dart about the crowded courtroom as you look for 
familiar faces but no are apparent. You just see stroppy wax-like faces, 
mouths agape, a torrent of bilious noise raining down towards you, 
fingers jabbing the air, arms being waved frenetically. A seething mass 
of anticipation and disapproval. The crack of a gavel being wielded 
cuts through the cacophony and all eyes turn, including your own to 
me as I sit across and above from you. Attired in judicial robes in 
accordance with my status, I stare at you, eyes narrowed and you 
shrink back under this unwavering gaze. 


“Well,” I announce, “What have you got to say for yourself?” 


You frown, puzzled by this question. You do not even know why you 
are here. You cannot think straight as there is a throbbing sensation in 
the middle of your brow and a sickness rising and falling in your 
stomach. Your shaking hands grasp the rail of the dock but you 
remain silent. 


“T said,” I declare in a louder voice, “what have you got to say for 
yourself?” 


The assembled crowd begin to chant. 
“What? What? What? What?” 


The noise increases as those who have crammed into the courtroom 
lean forward creating walls of sneering and sardonic faces all around 
you. The galleries are packed with eager voyeurs and the noise 
cascades down on to you. The gavel once again interrupts the crowd 
and a hush descends. There is an air of expectancy as I and the crowd 
wait for you to speak. You feel a jab in your side as one of the 
lieutenants elbows you, a savage prompt for you to talk. 


“I don’t understand why I am here,” you say. Your voice sounds weak 
and quiet but it is apparent that everyone has heard you as there is a 
collective intake of breath and then you hear the intermittent remarks 
thrown towards you. 


“Idiot!” 

“Shameful!” 

“So disrespectful!” 

“Fool!” 

Your eyes go back to me and you see me draw myself up bristling with 
indignity. 

“You don’t understand?” I boom. The crowd start to jabber. 

“She doesn’t understand!” “She doesn’t understand!” 


“Such impertinence, you should know why you are here,” I declare 
pointing the gavel at you. The noise of the crowd subsides as they 
crane forward to hear what you have to say. 


“No, I don’t understand.” 


“Well you ought to understand and you ought to be addressing me 
properly,” I continue. 


“Sorry?” 


“Ah you are sorry are you? What are you sorry for?” I ask seizing on 
your reply. 


“Fr I meant I didn’t understand what you meant.” 


“Ah, yet another lack of understanding,” I announce to the sound of 
tutting from the crowd. You can see heads shaking all around you. 


“Are you an idiot? A fool? A simpleton?” I ask. 
“Certainly not.” 
“Certainly not, my lord,” I reply with a smile which bears no warmth. 


You frown still unsure what on earth you are doing in this place and 
who all these people are and most of all why is it that I am sat as a 
judge presiding over you. I give you an encouraging look. You look 
left and right feeling uncertain before you speak again. 


“Certainly not, my lord.” 
“At last some progress,” I say. The crowd nod in approval. 
“So, I shall ask you again, what have you got to say for yourself?” 


“T do not understand why I am here,” I raise my eyebrows in 
expectation, “my lord.” 


“Well you should!” I explode in a sudden rage. 
“Yes you should, yes you should,” repeats the crowd. 


“Why am I here?” you say but your question is drowned out by the 
noise. 


“A week of silent treatment,” I announce and slam the gavel down 
with a loud crack. 


“What for?” you cry puzzled and alarmed. There is gasp from the 
crowd at your question. 


“Two weeks for such impertinence,” I add. 
“This is not fair.” 
“Three weeks for challenging our authority,” I announce. 


“You cannot judge me, this is ridiculous, I don’t even know why I am 
here, I do not know what I am accused of.” 


“Three weeks of silent treatment and a dose of triangulation with a 
replacement of our choosing,” I cry with a gleeful look in my eyes. 


“You cannot do this,” you assert. 

“What?” I roar, “I can do as I please.” 

“This must be against the law; this is not right.” 

“T am the law!” I roar. 

“Surely you should tell me what I have done?” 

“T should not have to do anything that you say, I am the judge.” 


“Then what about the jury, surely they should decide whether I am 
guilty or not, whatever it is I am accused of.” 


I look reflective for a moment. 


“Yes, you have a point, very well, I shall allow it,” I decree ina 


magnanimous tone, “never let it be said that this court is unfair. Ask 
the jury.” 


I point towards the jurors sat on the right hand side and you notice 
them for the first time. They are all staring at you. In actual fact you 
see my face twelve times staring at you. 


“Guilty!” announces the first juror. 

“Wait, I haven’t even asked you what I am guilty of yet!” you protest. 
“Guilty!” cries the second juror. 

“Guilty!” shouts the third. 


You shake your heard utterly bewildered by the announcement of 
these verdicts. 


“This is preposterous, no charge has been read out to me, I have not 
entered a plea and there should be a trial. This is a joke!” you cry. 


“Six months of gas lighting to run consecutively to the earlier 
sentence!” I holler above the braying of the crowd. 


“This isn’t fair.” 
The pronouncements of guilt continue to ring out as the crowd chant 
“Guilty, guilty, guilty!” at you. 


A man leans into the dock from behind you, he thrusts a microphone 
under your nose. 


“Hello, Ian Sim from the Daily Smear, how do you feel?” 
“What?” you reply backing away as another microphone appears. 


“Hello, Mark Mywords from the Global Liar, what’s it like to be such a 
horrible person?” 


“T don’t know what you are talking about.” 


“Hi, Ivor Stain from Channel Bias, do you think you can cope with this 
sentence?” 


“May Day from Bad News, did your family make you do it?” 


More faces lean into the dock, jostling with one another as questions 
are hurled at you. The crowd’s noisiness continues as its members 
drive one another into a frenzy. You see my face times twelve as the 


jurors leap up and down, hooting and laughing as they point and 
continue to yell “guilty” in your direction. Through it all you can hear 
my baritone as more and more punishments are added to the already 
burgeoning list and your head swims with the barrage of sounds. 
Faces blur, nausea sweeps across you and your heart hammers in your 
chest. You feel hot, you feel faint and arms grab you from either side 
and pull you along the dock. 


“What’s happening, I don’t understand, what I am supposed to have 
done?” you murmur. 


“Don’t worry,” says a calm voice and you turn your head to see an 
elegant lady stood next to you, the lieutenants who were once there 
having disappeared. Who is this woman? Where has she come from? 
You have never seen her before. 


“Don’t worry,” she repeats, “I will take care of him for you,” she 
smiles and promptly lets you go. She strides from the dock towards me 
as you teeter at the top of the stairs, the darkness of the cells 
somewhere beneath you and then you topple forward and crash into 
the chasm below. 


The Twenty Symptoms of Victimhood 


Our control and domination of you commences when the seduction 
begins and from our perspective this will continue through the 
golden period (although it all feels wonderful) through the 
devaluation and beyond when we hoover you and smear you. This 
control and domination is central to the extraction of fuel. This 
control and domination keeps you where want you. This control 
and domination has significant consequences for you, consequences 
which we aim for. We aim for them because they signify to us that 
our machinations are working. We aim for them because they 
reduce your ability to resist and tell us that in this ongoing war we 
are winning and you are losing. Our approach is always one zero 
sum. We can only win what you will lose and this is why our need 
to win and succeed has such devastating effects. Here are twenty 
signs we aim for once we have you ensconced in the grip of our 


devaluation. 
1. You do not trust us. 
2. You regard our control as paternalistic, since you are 


not trusted to make your own decisions. 
3. You require our permission to do anything. 
Hoping that things will return to the golden period 


= 


again and stay that way, although they never do. 
5. Hoping that we will change for the better although 
that never happens. 


6. Always feeling like you are on the back foot. 
7. Repeatedly feeling humiliated by us. 
8. Keeping your head down in the hope we do not pick 


on you. 
9. Near constant worrying about whether you have done 
something right or not. 
10. Always saying “sorry” even when you have done 


11. 
12. 


13. 


14. 


15. 


16. 


17. 


18. 


19. 
20. 


nothing wrong. 
Always on edge. 
Repeatedly lying to third parties to cover-up 
what is really happening to you. 
Never expressing your opinion for fear that it is 
wrong. 
Feeling that you need us but you don’t know 
why. 
Preferring for us to make decisions on your 
behalf. 
Never feeling equal to us. 
Always being the one to compromise 
Feeling lonely. 
Unable to understand what is happening. 
Blaming yourself for what has happened. 


Whore 


Tell me, what is it like to be such a whore? How does it feel? Are 
you proud of yourself? Are you pleased with what you have 
become? Are your parents proud of what their son or daughter 
has done with their life, to become this thing that prostitutes 
itself so regularly and with no sense of shame? If only they knew 
eh? If only they knew the lengths, you go to in order to get what 
you want. It must be a shallow existence don’t you think? 
Knowing that nobody truly likes you, that all of the love, 
affection, friendship, kindness and gratitude has to be bought 
and paid for. What an empty life that must be? I know you are 
very good at it. I will give you that. You are a professional when 
it comes to performing this role. I must admit that I sometimes 
watch with a strange kind of, well, I suppose it is respect isn’t it? 
Yes, respect for the way that you work your role. You know 
what to say don’t you? Those words come easy to you but they 
should because you have used them often enough on other 
people. You are a serial offender if the truth be told and that is 
why the epitaph of whore is so fitting. You know just what to 
say to get what you want. You know when to say it, what to say 
and how to say it, just like a hooker parading her wares in a 
window in Amsterdam. You have worked out your best side, 
your most beguiling stance and you have them come flocking, 
every time. I am impressed by it; I have to say. You make it 
seem so real. You fooled me, there was no doubt about it. You 
have used your experience and you are experienced, to heighten 
the sensation so it is better than anything else. It is probably 
better than the real thing. I know you are just going through the 
motions but I am wise to you, I would be a fool is I was not, but 
there are countless of them out there who will fall for it time 
and time again. You won’t be going out of business, not at all. 
You will have a steady stream of those willing to have sugar 
poured in their ear, hear those honey-coated words tumble from 


those oh so inviting lips. And the promises, oh the promises. So 
difficult to resist, so inviting, so exciting. They clamour for your 
attention in the end. I find it odd in a way because you are 
selling yourself but you don’t actually have to sell yourself do 
you? They come to you. They flock in their droves, lured by 
your siren call and you always deliver. You always give them 
exactly what they want. You did that with me. You knew what I 
wanted and you provided it for me, in spades. It was sensational 
and you got me hooked so I didn’t want it from anyone else. 
That is pretty powerful. 

I wish I knew how it felt though. How does it feel to 
live like this? How does it feel knowing that everything is a 
show, a performance and it isn’t real? What is it like being so 
shallow? Do you even care? Perhaps you don’t, after all you are 
getting what you want aren’t you? Well we both are actually so 
we should both be delighted with it, but why is it that I am not? 
Why is it that I feel used? I thought I was the one who was in 
control, I thought I was the one who was calling the shots and 
yet I always seem to surrender that control to you. I thought I 
was the one who got to play the tune and you danced to it but 
then it doesn’t always work that way does it? I wish I could 
work out why that was. You make me feel like you at times, or 
at least you make me feel how I imagine you feel, cheap, used, 
dirty, a whore. 

I suppose I shouldn’t be surprised. This is all you know 
isn’t it? This is how you have had to adapt, how you have to 
ensure you survive by getting people to do what you want, to 
make them like you, to make them adore you and love you. I 
wonder how long you will carry on like this? Is this the way it is 
always going to be? Is this you are consigned to do for the rest 
of your life, seeking a way through the vagaries of your 
existence by always doing what the other person wants. You 
need to please don’t you? That’s how you survive. You exist only 
through the permission and desires of the others. You may think 
you wield the power, you may think that pleasure, absolute 


please, joy, ecstasy and delight are within your gift but you are 
beholden to provide those things because if you do not then you 
are nothing. You are nothing. Nothing without me. Nothing at 
all. I made you who you are, you need me although you will tell 
me that I need you. Perhaps we need one another? I don’t like to 
think that is the case because I have to be the one that makes the 
decisions, pulls the strings and gets what I want. I dictate and 
you react. That’s the way it is isn’t it? 

So, you carry on doing what you do best. Carry of 
imagining that people really do love you, that people really do 
like you and that they want to be with you because you are so 
wonderful and delightful. It is your performance that they want 
and you had better not forget that. You had better remember 
that you are beholden to their desires. You dance to the tune and 
he who pays the piper plays the tune. Everybody pays though 
don’t they? The payment is what it is all about and you always 
make sure you get paid. You are never short-changed, ripped off 
or discounted. You won’t do anything without extracting your 
payment and you make sure you get full value for your 
endeavours don’t’ you? Nothing for free. Everybody pays. 
Nothing because you want to do it or feel you should. It is all 
about the payment. That is all you want, the payment for 
yourself. 

Whore. 
I hate you. 


The Grief, the Whole Grief and Nothing but 
the Grief 


Grief. You may think that this is an alien concept to our kind. It 
is and it is not. On the hand we do not feel grief but we do 
understand what it is and what it engenders in other people 
especially those who are empathic in nature and who have been 
entangled with us. We have watched with an almost child-like 
curiosity when you have received news about the passing away 
of a relative. If this happened during the golden period, you at 
least received some false empathy in the shape of some 
fabricated support and understanding to make it look as if we at 
least cared in some way. If your pet died during the devaluation, 
a long-loved pet, then we will have watched your display of 
sadness, longing and grief with contempt and jealousy. We 
would not have supported you but instead said something to 
provoke you such as, 

“T don’t know why you are so upset, it’s just a dog.” 

So that you focused on us again rather than wallow in your own 
grief. We have witnessed grief in others, observed and learnt 
how it is displayed. We have listened (when it served a purpose 
for us) during the golden period as to how it makes you feel and 
stored all of this information away. We do not feel grief. We may 
exhibit is for the sake of appearances if this will garner fuel for 
us and to preserve the facade, but it is never felt. You however 
experience grief in an intense fashion, given your capacity to feel 
and to empathise. We have seen your grief over a deceased 
relative, a friend taken suddenly and violently in a car crash, the 
celebrity who you adored who has passed away after a long 
battle against illness. We know just how capable you are of grief 
and we know that not only does it have the potential to be a 
potent source of fuel but we recognise its paralytic effect on you. 
Grief takes a hold and has the capacity to prevent you from 
functioning effectively. Not only that, its paralysis is such that it 


can prevent you from escaping this state of grief, keeping you 
locked-in a grieving mode, unable to move forward. Grief is an 
intense emotion. We have seen this. From the wailing cries of a 
parent being told that their child’s body has been found after 
they have disappeared to the dignified grief of a war veteran 
stood in silence with a single tear trickling down his or her 
cheek as they pay tribute to their fallen comrades. Whether 
noise or silence accompanies this grief it remains a powerful 
emotion and naturally one that our kind is keen to draw on for 
the purposes of extracting fuel. We see grief as serving two 
functions. Keeping you in a state of paralysis and therefore it 
follows that you will keep pumping out potent negative fuel for 
us to extract. 

Now, I am not suggesting that I will embark on some 
kind of killing spree slaughtering your pets, taking down your 
favourite celebrities and murdering your friends and family, in 
order to create this repeated state of grief. Whilst one might see 
certain attractions in doing so, the effort involved and moreover 
the considerable downsides to such a course of action mean that 
it is not one that we would embark on. No, instead there is an 
alternative way of looking to create an enduring state of grief on 
your part. We want you to grieve for us. 

This does not involve us taking our own lives. We 
rarely commit such an act. We will threaten it, certainly, as part 
of a hoover, but we regard the world as needing us and therefore 
we will extremely rarely commit suicide. We will however cause 
you to grieve for us and we do this when we eventually discard 
you after a harsh devaluation. When this discard takes place we 
will leave you with three losses over which you will grieve. Your 
grief will be prolonged because there are three losses and thus 
this maximises not only the prospect of paralysis but also a 
longer period of the provision of potent fuel. 

The first loss is the loss of who you thought we were. 
You were seduced and swept off your feet by this charming 
individual who mirrored everything you liked and disliked. We 


ticked all the boxes, we professed to be your soulmate, we gave 
you a perfect love, made every day special and had you excited 
to see us and hear from us. We created such a wonderful start to 
the relationship, unlike anything that you had experienced 
before. We understood you, we cared, we showed you such 
passion, we listened and engaged in those things which you 
always wanted to share with someone else. We wrapped 
ourselves around you, permeated your very core and entwined 
our lives so that you were never happier and you could never 
comprehend a time when such delicious rapture would end. But 
it did and how. 

The loss of something so brilliant and splendid hurts 
you and feels like you have suffered a bereavement so intense 
and painful is the experience. Even though you hear the words 
that it was an illusion, that none of it was real and that you need 
to let go, it is still so hard to accept all of that and you miss us. 
Oh how you miss us. You miss that wonderful person we were at 
the beginning and you want that person back. No matter how 
many times you are told that he or she was just a creation, that 
it was an illusion designed to fool you and that we never loved 
you and never meant or felt anything we said to you, it is still 
incredibly hard to accept. Just like someone who cannot accept 
that someone who has died will not walk through the door at 
any minute, you cannot accept for a considerable time that the 
person you thought we were has gone. We know what you will 
be thinking (because we have caused you to think and feel this 
way) and although we may not always see your grief-ridden 
response to our absence we know what you will be thinking and 
feeling and this fuels us. Even greater is the fuel from your 
messages telling us you miss us, that you want the “old me” back 
and begging for another chance. Your grief for loss of the person 
that you thought we were, is both huge and prolonged. 

The second loss that you sustain and grieve for is the 
loss of the potential that we showed to you. There was no 
doubting that we were brilliant at our job. You saw the plaudits 


and you felt the benefit, for a time, of the accompanying pay 
cheque. You saw the trophies amassed for our various 
achievements in different fields and you heard other people 
speak so highly of our accomplishments. The compassion, 
kindness and love that we showed to you and to others 
(although false) still causes you to think that somewhere we are 
truly capable of this goodness, if only we would harness it and 
let it be free. You have witnessed two things. The reality of our 
drive to be the best and the accompanying good that such drive 
and ambition brings — a surgeon saving lives, a scientist 
inventing cures, an entrepreneur creating wealth and jobs, a 
policeman making the neighbourhood safer, a teacher educating 
so many people to a high degree - means that our rampant 
desire to be the best has the considerable potential to actually do 
good for others. You also saw something in terms of the way that 
we treated you and as an empathic individual you still believe 
that this goodness can be freed and used to both our benefits so 
that we are both happy together. You came to regard us as a 
wounded and hurt person and in conjunction with your innate 
desire to heal and fix, you felt that if you could heal us then the 
mutual benefits would be amazing. There was so much potential 
waiting to be unlocked and utilised and now with our departure 
and your discard, that potential has been lost. You grieve this 
loss of opportunity and how things might have turned out oh so 
different. You want to turn back the clock, do things differently 
and the inability to do so causes you considerable grief and pain. 

The third area of grief which you sustain from coupling 
with us is not grieving over us, but it stems from being with us 
and that is grieving the loss of your identity. Before we came 
along you were happy, independent, strong, bright, well-liked by 
family, friends and colleagues. You had many interests and you 
enjoyed life. Yes, there were flaws and vulnerabilities but you 
handled them as best you could as you forged a path through life 
knowing who you were. Then we came along. 

We subsumed you into us. We eradicated your 


characteristics as we either stole them for our own construct to 
show the world or we eroded them through the steady 
application of our vicious manipulations. Your confidence 
evaporated, your self-esteem disappeared and your self-worth 
plummeted. You became steadily isolated, losing friends, 
neglecting your interests and even become distant with family. 
You allowed yourself to be fully consumed by us. It was entirely 
understandable how this happened because we wanted it to 
happen and we acted in a manner to cause it to happen, but 
nevertheless your loss of identity was a steady and insidious 
consequence of the grip we held over you. Now, as you sit alone, 
ruminating on what once was, grieving the loss of who you 
thought we were, the loss of the potential, you are also hit by 
the loss of who you were. You no longer recognise that face 
which stares emptily at you in the mirror each morning. The 
world is grey and drab, music sounds harsh and grating, 
conversations irritate and make you fearful, even your favourite 
foods taste like ash in your mouth. You have lost yourself and 
the sense of foolishness from allowing this to happen and the 
grief arising from such a loss is substantial. 

This triumvirate of grief arising from entangling with 
us provides us with substantial fuel and we know that burdened 
by not just one or two, but three forms of grief, it will take you a 
long time, if ever, to escape the effects. 


Five Reliable Conversational Derailments 


We don’t do conversations. That suggests that it is an equal process 
where we listen to you and your opinion is respected and deemed as 
valid. During seduction our conversations are both information 
gathering exercises and monologues which are there to showcase our 
brilliance. Once we devalue you, our conversations with you are 
tirades, imperious and haughty speeches, vicious diatribes against you 
where we speak and you had better damn well listen. All 
conversations must be controlled by us. Our need for control is 
considerable because if we every allow you to hold centre stage then 
we are losing out. We risk losing fuel, we are allowing our innate 
superiority to be undermined and we are ceding control to you. This is 
why we must never allow you to think or even achieve some kind of 
dominance, even if slight, during a conversation over us. The 
conversation is a mechanism for our use, not yours. It is for us to 
shine, to avoid blame, to lash out at you, to hoover you back in and 
enable us to achieve what we want. It is our conduit and you just 
happen to be involved but on the receiving end. Achieving such 
domination and control of the conversational arena is absolutely 
necessary and to maintain such a position we engage in numerous 
manipulations. There are many which are deployed and here are five 
of the most popular ways we will derail a conversation for the 
purposes of maintaining or seizing control. 


1. The Blame Shift 


If you are trying to accuse us of something or pin the blame on us in 
the course of a conversation this is against our rules. We will not 
allow this to happen. We are unaccountable and especially so to 
somebody like you. If you can hold us to account through a 
conversation, then this reduces our superiority and allows you control. 
In order to prevent you from achieving this will engage in a blame 
shift. Whatever you are accusing us of will be your fault. It does not 


matter if there is no logical link (in your world) between what you 
have accused us of and our response. These conversations are not 
governed by your logic but by ours. Our logic is that we must 
maintain control and therefore shifting the blame on to you, by any 
means, is a logical method of achieving this. There is the logic for you. 
Understand this and you begin to understand why we act as we do. 
Accordingly, you might accuse us of the following and be met with the 
response in bold. 

“You have been seeing another woman, I can smell her perfume on 


2) 


you. 


“Tm not having an affair but if I was who would blame me? You 
never show me any attention or affection. You cannot smell 
perfume; you are just making that up.” 


“Why haven’t you remembered to switch the oven on?” 


“Why do I have to remember to do that? It is your job. If you 
spent more time getting on with what you are supposed to do, 
rather than trying to pick fault with me, this wouldn’t happen.” 


“Why are you always trying to tell me what to do?” 


“I don’t do that. You are over-reacting. I just suggest things for 
you because let’s face it, you aren’t really capable of making the 
big decisions yourself are you? That’s not me being horrible, 
that’s a fact, you are poor at decision-making. You should thank 
me for helping you.” 


T; Projection 


This favourite method of derailing the conversation is so effective 
because it takes your breath away. By accusing you of doing the very 
thing that we are accused of (and invariably we are doing) you are so 


astonished at our bare-faced cheek, our audacity and our brass neck, 
that you lose sight of what you are talking about and end up focusing 
on the counter-allegation that we have just flung at you. You hate 
being thought of in an incorrect manner and because we project with 
such conviction, you are immediately drawn into engaging us on this 
point. You will fail to press on with your accusation against us and 
instead be side-tracked into discussing your own behaviour in a 
fruitless effort to try and persuade us that you have not done any of 
the things that we accused you of. You let your emotional response to 
such allegations take hold of you and this is entirely deliberate. Expect 
to hear comments such as these: - 


“If you didn’t drink so much, you might begin to realise just how 
horrible you can be, but you can never remember because of 
your drinking.” 


“You always take the last can of soda without replacing it. It is so 
selfish.” 


“Me flirt? Have you seen the way you go on around Harry? Only 
last week you were all over him like a rash. It just wasn’t me that 
saw it and commented on it either.” 


“You never turn up on time. I find it disrespectful.” 


“You spend too much time thinking about your work and not 
enough concentrating on our children.” 


Ls Interruption 


You will not be able to finish what you are saying because of our 
repeated tendency and need to interrupt you. We do not consider 
anything that you have to say having any value. You are inferior to us 


therefore anything which comes out of your mouth must be inferior 
to. We do not recognise or respect boundaries and therefore we regard 
it as perfectly acceptable to talk over you and interrupt what you are 
saying. Our sense of entitlement means that we are always to be heard 
and if this means cutting across you, so be it. This can reach even 
childish extremes where we will say one word so you stop and then 
we stop. You try to speak again and we repeat the trick. We keep 
doing it, halting you from speaking until you continue talking and we 
speak over you or you storm off in frustration. You can expect to hear 
phrases such as these: - 


“If you would just let me speak.” 
“If I can get a word in edgeways.” 
“Why don’t you listen for a change?” 
“This is important.” 
“I want to have my say for once.” 
“If you actually listened you might understand.” 
“No that’s wrong.” 
“No, you are making this up.” 
“I have to stop you there.” 
1. Topic Shift 


We love to deflect and distract. We also exhibit a considerable 
capacity for moving the conversation away from what you want to 
talk about and thus have control, onto something we want to talk 
about. It might be espousing our virtues of having a go at you 
instead, but we will hijack the conversation and wrench it over to 
our preferred topic. You must not protest for if you do you will be 
accused of trying to monopolise the discussion and failing to listen 
to us. We are brilliant at talking about ourselves or finding some 
topic which we can take round and round and round as you feel 
yourself falling into a stupor. We rely on your innate empathic 
nature of politeness, good manners and being a good listener so we 


can abuse this and prevent you talking about something which 
matters to you. Nobody is interested in what you have to say. 
Expect shift comments such as these: - 


“That’s all very interesting but let me tell you about....” 
“That’s not important right now, but this is....” 
“That is irrelevant, now let me tell you....” 

“Oh I must tell you this, it is hilarious....” 


“I have to tell you this before I forget....” 


1. Silent Treatment 


The old favourite. If we do not like the way, the conversation is going 
then we will either walk off or sit in silence. This is often done when 
there is a conversation going on in a group setting as well where we 
are failing to dominate the discussion. We want to bring it back to us 
and therefore by sitting silent and sulking we hope to engender some 
sympathetic reaction that causes someone to comment on our silence 
or invite us to speak. When done in a one-on-one situation this is 
designed to ignore what you have to say, treat it as unimportant and 
make you feel uncomfortable. You will be forced to ask us what is 
wrong and then chase after us as we remain sullen and silent. Your 
comments are forgotten as the spotlight returns to us again and the 
conversation has been successfully derailed. 


Narcissist or Sociopath 
(Out of the Frying Pan and into the Fire) 


This is a conversation that crops up quite frequently in terms of 
ascertaining whether somebody is a narcissist or a sociopath. It 
is something that I have discussed with the good doctors as part 
of their ongoing assessment and treatment of me. This has 
provided me with additional insight which I am obliged to share 
with you. It is universally acknowledged that all sociopaths are 
narcissists but not all narcissists are sociopaths. Rather than 
regard narcissists and sociopaths as two separate creatures, I 
regard them as existing on the same spectrum. You are on this 
spectrum as well just so you don’t feel left out. 

Way off to the left are those people who exhibit some 
slight degree of narcissistic tendency, since everybody has them 
and this is where you are your empathic brethren reside. Moving 
to the right the intensity and the prevalence of these narcissistic 
tendencies increases although one would still not call somebody 
at this juncture a narcissist. Eventually as we continue to the 
right we enter the narcissist zone. Hereon in one finds the 
narcissist. To begin with, in this zone are those who I label as 
Lesser Narcissists. These people are narcissists but do not have 
the higher cognitive function. These people have no awareness 
of what they are, reject any notion they are a narcissist and 
operate in the main as a consequence of instant response and 
knee-jerk reaction. Moving further to the right come those who 
are the Mid-Range Narcissist. These are narcissists too but they 
have a cognitive function which is higher than that of the lesser. 
They have a greater awareness, there is some calculation and 
forethought but this is as a consequence of their higher function, 
not as a consequence of a prevailing sociopathy. Continuing to 
the right on this spectrum we now enter the sociopathic zone. 
We remain in the narcissistic zone still because the narcissistic 
traits remain evident but they are supplemented and indeed in 


some instances supplanted by the sociopathic tendencies. This is 
where we find the Greater Narcissist (the malign narcissist or the 
narcissistic sociopath). This is the overall spectrum ranging from 
few narcissistic traits which are weak in nature all the way 
through to a full-blown narcissistic sociopath. 

This spectrum is an accumulation of Character Strands. 
These strands also operate on a spectrum. At the far left there is 
non-existent, moving through to occasional, then repeated, then 
prevalent and finally on the far right, overwhelming. These 
strands show the intensity and strength of certain key 
characteristics. Once these strands are bundled together there is 
a cumulative outcome which places the person at a particular 
point on the narcissistic spectrum. These strands explain why 
you may find someone who is to be regarded as a lesser 
narcissist because some strands show increased tendencies, for 
example prevalent Self-Interest but then lower intensity in 
another characteristic such as Malice. Just because somebody is 
a Mid-Range narcissist it does not necessarily follow that all the 
Character Strands are middling in nature. Some might be, others 
will be lesser and some higher, but it is when these are looked at 
as a whole that the determination of that person being a Mid- 
Range narcissist is arrived at. This also means that those people 
who have sociopathic tendencies will score differently in the 
character traits but will have some similarity with others, 
denoting the narcissistic element of their personality. 

Thus a Lesser Narcissist is far more narcissistic than 
sociopathic and has a lesser cognitive function. A Mid-Range 
Narcissist is more narcissistic than sociopathic, but has a higher 
cognitive function than a Lesser Narcissist. The Greater 
Narcissist has narcissistic traits and also sociopathic ones and is 
high functioning. 

With regard to the strands the Lesser, Mid-Range and 
Greater Narcissists all score higher than a “normal” person but 
there are still differences thereafter between the three, with 
some characteristics being greater in others and therefore the 


eventual “type” of narcissist will vary. 
So, what are these Character Strands? They are as follows: - 


Charisma 
Reading People 
Lack of Empathy 
Desire to Exploit 
Self-Interest 
Lack of Accountability 
Lack of Insight 
Patience 
Ability to Mimic 
Power and Control 
Calculating 
Desire to Punish 
Desire to Win at All Costs 
Need for Stimulation 
Spadework to Succeed 
Malice 


How then do the intensity markers — Non-Existent, Occasional, 
Repeated, Prevalent and Overwhelming - apply to each of these 
Character Strands and what levels on each strand combine to 
create one of the three schools of narcissist? At this stage, I 
thought I might leave that with you to consider by reference to 
your own experiences before I elaborate further. 


Should I Get in Touch? 


The creation of anxiety and uncertainty are twin concerns which we 
engender in much of what we do. Both have the effect of stopping 
from you doing things, preventing you from analysing matters in an 
effective way and ultimately from helping yourself to escape our hold. 
One way of doing this is through the Prior Warning Silent Treatment. 
Now, it is our usual fashion, when applying a silent treatment not to 
tell you what we are doing. If it is a Present Silent Treatment, we 
remain in close proximity to you but we do not speak or respond to 
you. You soon realise that it is a silent treatment but you were not 
fore-warned. The Absent Silent Treatment is where we absent 
ourselves from your presence. We may just walk off, we may leave as 
expected but then stay away or we may just not turn up when 
expected and it often is a short while before you realise that you are 
being subjected to a silent treatment, you just think initially that you 
cannot contact us or we must be busy and it is only later that you 
realise we are giving you with Absent Silent Treatment, 


The Prior Warning Silent Treatment relies on telling you that 
we do not want you to contact us but it is still not immediately 
obvious that it is a silent treatment that is being meted out towards 
you. Consider these phrases, for instance: - 


“I will be in meetings all day so don’t contact me.” 


“I will be sleeping so don’t call me. I will call you when Iam 
ready.” 


“There is a poor signal in the area so I will be incommunicado for 
most of the trip.” 


“I need some space for myself, so please don’t get in touch. I will 
ring you.” 


“I have a lot to do today so don’t call or message me.” 


They all seem like legitimate reasons for not being in touch for a 


period of time but when uttered by us what we are really telling you 
is, 


“Time for a silent treatment and I wonder how long you can cope 
with it?” 


The timing of this Prior Warning Silent Treatment is the key to 
recognising it. First of all, it is less likely that we will say the things 
above during the seduction unless they are actually true, but there 
will be a Comforting Caveat attached to the statement. Accordingly, 


“I will be in meetings all day so don’t contact me, but I will pop 
out and give you a call when I get a chance, because you know 
how much I miss you.” 


“I will be sleeping so don’t call me. I will call you about 8 
o’clock. If you haven’t heard from me by then, do ring me.” 


“There is a poor signal in the area so I will be incommunicado for 
most of the trip, so I will find a landline on which you can reach 
me and will let you know what it is as soon as I can. I wish you 
were coming with me. I hate being apart from you.” 


“I have a lot to do today so don’t call or message me, until 1pm 
please unless of course it is an emergency, but I will message you 
when I can because I miss you.” 


Notice how there is no talk of needing space. This is because we do 
not want space from you during the seduction, far from it. Indeed, we 
will reluctantly accept an enforced absence from you during seduction 
and if possible try to re-arrange appointments and the like to ensure 
we spend time with you. 

The Prior Warning Silent Treatment is doled out during 


devaluation and when there are specific circumstances. We do this 
when we know that you have concerns that we are interested 


romantically in someone else, that we are spending time with 
someone else and our motives (and theirs) are unclear. In essence, 
when we are triangulating you (although you probably will not realise 
this is what is happening) we will issue the PWST. We do this because 
it enables us to wield power over you by telling you and controlling 
you in terms of whether are permitted to engage with us. It also 
means that you are told there will be a silence (although you won’t 
necessarily know that it is a silent treatment) from the beginning. We 
know this will cause you to wonder whether the silence is real and 
thus your anxiety will begin. You will feel uncertain about whether we 
really are non-contactable and whether we are doing something else. 
The problem is, we know you only have a suspicion and nothing 
concrete. 


Accordingly, when you know we are apparently 
uncontactable you wonder who we are with and what we are doing. 
This makes you anxious. This provides us with fuel even though we do 
not witness it because we know how you will be feeling. We know 
that: - 


You will be toying with messaging us to see if it is received 
You will be toying with messaging us to see if it is read 
You want to ring our mobile to see if it actually rings 


You want to ring from a withheld number to see if we answer and if 
you can discern any background noises 


You check our social media profile to see if there have been any 
updates there when we are supposedly unable to contact anyone. 


You are torn between wanting to get rid of the anxiety and find out 
what is really going on and the risk of getting it wrong and upsetting 
us. You fear that we have an interest in someone else and we are 
actually spending time with them. If you do not do something, this 
time is unchallenged. This other person may not know about you but 
if you get in touch with us and make yourself known, then you are 


laying down a marker to the other person and possibly warning them 
away from us. You will also find evidence of us having lied which you 
will want to use against us. At this stage you have no desire to be rid 
of us. On the contrary the devaluation is such that you want things to 
work out and return to the golden period again, but you cannot stand 
this uncertainty. You wish you could make a decision but what if we 
have told the truth and you interrupt us in a meeting? Not only will 
we furious with you, we may well hold it against you in the future 
(you are damn right we will). But then again, if we are with someone 
else and perhaps we know that you suspect and you do nothing about 
it, we might think you do not care and do not want to fight to keep 
us? It is quite remarkable the effect uncertainty and anxiety can have 
on someone who is being made to feel steadily more and more 
insecure. 


All the while we are drawing fuel from this. If we have told 
the truth, we gain fuel knowing you will be anxious. More likely it is a 
lie and we are either with someone else or just wanting to be away 
from you. In either instance more fuel is gathered and we exert our 
control over you by this Prior Warning Silent Treatment. You have the 
dilemma of whether you should contact us. What would you do? 


The Ten Rejections of Intimacy 


We embrace the trappings of intimacy because we know this is what 
you expect when our relationship commences. You want to touch us; 
you want to be touched. You want to gaze into one another’s eyes and 
revel in what you see there. The tenderness of the kiss, the tingling 
sensation that arises from the briefest of brushing touches and the 
safety and security of a hand being held. We endure all of this in order 
to maintain the illusion of our perfect love and to provide you with 
that which you have been conditioned to expect as denoting love, 
affection and passion. Such intimacy repeatedly hints at a place we 
would rather not go but the necessity of your seduction means that we 
focus on the task in hand and dispel those occasional thoughts of what 


that intimacy means and signifies. Those considerations are banished 
as we press on with our crusade and complete our quest. Once our 
tendrils are wrapped around you, our fangs sunk deep into your 
emotional jugular and the fuel flows, then the provision of such 
intimacy can finally and thankfully be turned to a better application, 
namely conveying rejection to you and in turn bring about 
despondency, humiliation and confusion. Whilst we prefer words to do 
our work, these rejections work marvellously well because of the 
effect that they have on you and the economy of effort that comes 
with them. Provision takes effort. Denial comes easily. Here are ten 
rejections of intimacy. 


1. No eye contact 


I don’t want to mirror you any longer but I don’t want you seeing the 
lurking darkness in my eyes, not just yet. Instead I will settle for 
evading looking at you, creating the sensation that I cannot bear to 
look upon you, which is rather accurate because now you are 
reminding me too much of what I despise and I would rather look 
elsewhere. 


1; Kissing the top of your head 


We know you want to be kissed on the mouth but that isn’t going to 
happen. Not today and not for a while until I decide I can stomach 
doing so in order to get something from you that I want. I will kiss 
you on the head, tilting your head down, making you lower yourself 
in front of me as I place the patronising light kiss on the top of your 
head. You are a child to me, someone who knows no better and has to 
be guided by me. You are bowing, showing fealty through this gesture 
for I am your ruler and your liege. 


1. Shuddering if you touch us 


You cannot place boundaries for me. I go where I want. You however 
have no entitlement to me. You require my permission and especially 


so when it means violating my space. If you catch me unawares and 
touch me, no matter how lightly, I will give a violent shudder as if 
have been touched by something unpleasant so you are left in no 
doubt as to what I think about you. 


t; Turning our back on you in bed 


This is done as soon as we climb into bed on the occasion we have 
deigned to provide you with our presence or not banished you from 
the bedroom with a well-time bout of aggression. You have your 
hopes raised of sexual union or at least the heart-warming pleasantry 
of cuddling up together. Instead you receive a glacial wall that is our 
back and if you think this is an invitation to “spoon” with us you will 
be sharply elbowed or back heeled away from us. 


1. Avoiding taking your hand 


Once upon a time we always took your hand as we walked along the 
road, through a museum or around the shops, making you feel loved 
and showing the world that we were together. There was a time when 
we wanted everyone to know that you were ours. No longer. We will 
ignore the proffered hand, driving our own into our pockets or 
shaking off your hand if you happen to grab ours. You don’t decide to 
show others we are together; don’t you realise that one of my new 
prospects might see? 


1. Awkward Evasion 


You try to place an arm around us and we suddenly jump up as if we 
have sat on a tack. You attempt to hug us and we move around you 
like a rugby player evading a tackle, often contorting ourselves into a 
move which would be more often seen in a gymnastics contortion. 
Our desire to wriggle away, duck under, escape and move apart 
suggests that your very touch might burn us. The exaggerated 


movement can leave you in no doubt that this was deliberate. 


1. One-sided hug 


You have taken us by surprise and launched a hug at us, be it from the 
front, sides or rear. You will not have it reciprocated. There will be no 
return gesture, no warming and intimate response. We will stand like 
a block of ice, arms down by our sides, back stiff and stare straight 
ahead willing this uncomfortable moment to end. 


1. No longer naked 


We once paraded around naked in front of you, letting it all hang out, 
without a care in the world. Truth be told we wanted you to look on 
our naked form and admire and it was also done to signal to your that 
we were entirely comfortable around one another in the buff. Now we 
behave like a coy virgin. We wear pyjamas in bed rather than sleep 
naked, we lock the bathroom door when we are in there so you cannot 
walk in on us and we always wrap a towel around us in order to 
cover-up our intimate areas so you cannot see us. If you happen to 
walk in unexpectedly when we are naked we will grab the nearest 
shirt, sombrero or fruit bowl to cover our modesty or dive behind a 
door, under a bed or out of the window. You don’t get to look any 
more. 


1. Proffering a cheek 


You wait to kiss us and want to plant a tender kiss on our mouth. 
Others are looking and we must have consideration for the façade. An 
awkward evasion move now would be unwise and might invite 
unwanted speculation and comment. Instead we turn our head so you 
are left with no option but to plant that kiss on our cheek. We will not 
hold the cheek there either but pull away as soon as you embrace it. 
You are being given advance warning of your demotion from intimate 


partner to outer circle friend with this rejection tactic. 


1. Moving if you lean against us 


You want to cuddle up next to us on the expansive sofa. If you do, we 
will get up and move to an armchair as soon as you begin to lean onto 
us. If you try and the sit in my lap, I will tip you up and deposit you 
on the floor as I leave the room and give you a silent treatment for 
pushing the matter too far. If Iam lying down watching television and 
you try and climb on me, you may as well be trying to wrestle a 
crocodile as I will resist your advance and push you away before 
moving into a position which is easier to fend you off and send you a 
clear signal to sit elsewhere. 


The Five Wants of the Narcissist 


1. I want your fuel 


I want your fuel. I want it all and I want it from you, him, her, 
them and especially you. I want it from the moment I rise until the 
moment I am embraced by slumber. I want it pouring over me, 
potent and plenty, gushing from you. I want your positive fuel, the 
joy, the adoration, the love, the passion and the praise. I want your 
negative fuel, the hatred, the anger, the tears and the fear. Pour it 
over me, immerse me in that edifying, invigorating and sustaining 
fuel. There is never enough and I want to keep on experiencing the 
surge as your fuel increases the flames inside me, burning and 
rising, powering me as I blaze a trail through the do. I want your 
fuel now, tomorrow and always. 


1. I want to engulf you 


I am immense, a giant, a prince amongst men, a behemoth that 
moves with ease and purpose about the earth. I want to subsume 
you into me, ensuring that there is no trace of you left as I fully 
integrate you into what I am. I want my tendrils to reach out to 
you, feeling their way towards the fuel vapours that emanate from 
you, their probing senses tracking you down. I want them to coil 
about you and pull you towards me, binding you to me until 
steadily I suck you into my world and into my false reality. I want 
you hooked up, connected, locked-in, attached and embedded as 
little by little I consume you and encompass you with my greatness. 
You will not resist for the elation and delight that you experience 
as this process happens is irresistible. I want to own you, I want 
you to become part of me, I want there to be no start to you and 
any end to me. 


1. I want to be the one 


I want to be the one that you think of all of the time. I want you to 
be the person that you orbit around, your sun, your centre of the 
universe. I want to be the one that is recognised for my greatness, 
for my brilliance and my achievements. I do not care that I have 
exaggerated them or stolen them from others whom I have brushed 
against, stripping away facets of their character to add to my own. I 
have no care for that. All I care is that I am the one towards whom 
heads turn when I enter a room. I am the one who is applauded. I 
want to be the one who leads, conquers and smites. The destroyer 
of worlds, the creator of new ones, a god. I want to be the one 
whose power radiates from him so that is tangible to all those who 
look upon me. I want to be the one who shocks and awes. I want to 
be the one who does. I want to be the one who rules, who presides 
and who dictates. I want to be the one you rely on, turn to and 
devote yourself too. I want to be the one who is credited for all 
successes, I want to be the one who is your alpha and your omega, 
your first thought and your last thought. I want to be the one 
whose name you utter with your dying breath. 


1. I want your essence 


I am the stealer of souls, the charlatan that comes and with sugar- 
coated promises and offers you the world in exchange for your very 
essence. You never realise that this is the cost of this transaction 
but I want to suck the essence from within you, drain you of it and 
consume it for myself. I want to leave you a broken, dried out husk. 
I want your essence to fill the gaping hole that endures inside of 
me. I want that sweet, wonderful essence to flow through me, 
easing the pain, soothing the fevered freneticism and bring comfort 
and relief. Like a purifying river, I want your essence to course 
through me, sweeping away the disease that riddles me. I want 
your essence to wipe away the dirt, remove the smears and 
eradicate the stains. I know I flirt with all kinds of dirt, but your 
essence will save me from such temptation. That is why I want it. 


I want it to stop 


Or do I? 


Too Late to Sleep, Too Soon to Rise 


You turn your head and there are the mocking electric numerals that 
glow showing 4:02 am. You waited up for us, in anticipation of our 
return. You wanted to ensure we were not too drunk and you were 
ready to provide us with a large glass of water and to ask how our 
evening went. You weren’t entirely sure where we had gone to or who 
with because our answers were vague, something muttered about 
friends and a new bar, but you knew better than to keep asking. You 
know if we want to tell you the detail we will do so, otherwise it is 
better to remain quiet. It wasn’t always like this. In fact, at one time 
we never went out without you. We either preferred to stay in with 
you, enjoying a pleasant evening of fine food, wine and a film or an 
early night in bed where we wrapped ourselves around one another, 
as we explored and delighted. You run a hand across the smooth sheet 
and it feels cold. There has been no body heat to warm the bed beside 
you. Once you would be able to turn and see us lying there, content 
and peaceful, a low snore emanating from our mouths as we lay on 
our back. Now you have to conjure up the image to see us there as it 
has been so long since you have seen us there. 


You eventually headed to bed as midnight came and in your 
usual way you were concerned that we had not yet come home but 
exhibiting that reasonable approach you are known for, you preferred 
to tell yourself that we are obviously enjoying ourselves and you 
would be better served heading upstairs and going to sleep. Except 
you cannot. You close your eyes and all you see in your mind’s eye are 
pictures of us cavorting with other women. You do not recognise their 
faces but they are young, smooth-limbed, scantily clad and wrapped 
around us, a writhing tableaux of flesh with us at the centre. You wish 
you did not think in this way but this is what always forms in your 
mind whenever we are late. You wish you did not consider what 
might be going on but truth be told we have not given you the 
attention or assurances that we once did. Now you feel that you are 


being mocked by us as we pour our attention on someone else. You 
turn and look again at the clock and see barely five minutes have 
passed. Where are we? You would call but know there is no point. The 
‘phone will either be switched off or it will be on silent shoved in a 
pocket somewhere to ensure there is no interruption. You wish your 
paranoia was just that but you know there is no good reason for us to 
be out this late. There never is. The evidence has been steadily 
mounting as these late night excursions increase in frequency from 
monthly to weekly. You have smelt the strong perfume on us when we 
have eventually appeared and slid silently beneath the sheets. You 
have noticed on other occasions the smell of soap or shower gel as it is 
clear that we have washed away the recognisable scent of sex from 
our loins, our fingers and our mouths. Sometimes on hearing us enter 
the house you have sprung up and switched on the light in the 
hallway, framing us in a bright light as we stand there. You looked 
over us and note how we actually look a little too composed, hair 
smoothed into place, shirt tucked in as if we have prepared how we 
looked before returning. That half-smirk we always wore as we looked 
at you never helped. 


You used to ask the questions, 
“Where have you been?” 
“What time do you think this is?” 
“What on earth have you been doing?” 


But you were always brushed off. No matter what approach you 
adopted, concern that we might have been in an accident, upset that 
you have missed us, anger at our lack of consideration by returning so 
late (or so early dependent on how you regard it) it never engendered 
the reaction you wanted. We showed no shame, no guilt, no sorrow. 
In fact, it was quite the opposite, a swaggering arrogance as we stood 
soaking up your emotional output. That always surprised you. You 
thought we would slink away or push past you, telling you to shut up, 
but no, we just stood and let you unload on us. Yet more mockery and 
always with that strange look in our eyes as if we were regarding prey 
and that salacious slant of the mouth. What were we really thinking 


about as you tore a strip off of us or cried at how late it was and 
begged to know what we had been doing. 


Now there is no point. You remain in bed hoping for the 
release of slumber but it never comes. So many questions reel through 
your mind. 


Where are we? 
Who are we with? 
Do we kiss her like we used to kiss you? 
Do we love her? 


It hurts but you cannot let go. You want us to explain ourselves, 
provide the confirmation to you about our infidelity and admit the 
numerous transgressions but it does not happen. Eventually we 
appear, sliding in besides you but always somehow managing to 
radiate that air of do not question us, we do as we do. Each time it 
seems to become later and later until now it has entered the realm of 
preventing you from sleeping but it never being worth rising. The 
anxiety remains, sweeping over you as you are caught between 
wanting to confront us and not wanting to do so, because to take such 
a step will amount to an admission that there really is someone else. 
For now, you accept the explanations which we offer the next day. 


“Ran into some friends I have not seen for a while so it became a late 
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one. 


“Perfume? Yes, there was a lady who I know through work in the bar 
and she was wearing a lot of perfume.” 


“You can smell soap? Well I do wash my hands after I have used the 
bathroom you know.” 


“I lost track of time.” 
“I was enjoying myself and wanted to carry on, is that such a crime?” 


The comments are always made without looking directly at you, but 
we shoot you a sideways glance as if to check whether you are 
swallowing our lies. You recognise the signs now but still you cling to 
the hope that it is not true, that the lies are truths and that there is 


nothing to be concerned about. You wish you didn’t feel this way but 
you still love us and do not want to lose us, you fear the emptiness of 
a world without us and so you accept this status of being forgotten 
about as we embrace the night. You are resigned to your position of 
remaining awake, fretting and worrying, knowing that you are 
probably furthest from our minds. You cannot help the way you feel, 
but sometimes, as you lie in the ice-cold bed, the first rind of dawn 
breaking beyond the blinds, you wish you didn’t feel at all. Perhaps 
then this paralysis would vanish, this existence between something 
and nothing, the continuance of not quite knowing but not being 
ignorant either. That is what pains you the most. This living in 
between. This surviving in the spaces, residing in the gaps, occupying 
the hinterland between things. It is draining. If only you could remove 
your paralysis and reach one place or the other. As it is, you turn and 
glance at the clock once again and see that it is now too late to sleep 
and too soon to rise. You are in-between yet again. 


The Six Diseased Infestations 


Our kind are like a virus. We attach to those where we know we can 
infect them. Those who might be immune to us are not selected. The 
risk is too great and therefore we seek out another host that is far 
easier to overrun and provides the ideal environment for us to 
flourish. Your kind are unable to defend yourselves against our viral 
methodology and it is far too late before you realise that not only has 
the infection taken a hold and spread, but you also lack the means by 
which to eradicate it. Yes, you may well be able to reduce its effect 
and fight back to some degree but just like a virus, we are never 
completely wiped out and instead we remain dormant, waiting to be 
activated once more and the nefarious effects of our presence begin to 
be felt once again. There are six ways in which we infest your life. 


1. We fill up your inboxes 


The joy of technology once again serves our kind well. We are able to 
bombard your inboxes with our words which come so easy to us. 
Whether it is your text inbox, messaging applications on social media 
or e-mail inbox, all of these soon become full of us. The inbox 
becomes burgeoned with our words. The beautiful seductive messages, 
the declarations of love and desire, the sexual temptations, the 
downright filthy yet tempting, the romantic and delicate, so many 
letters and words which have winged their way across the airwaves to 
nestle in your inbox. They sit there ready to be opened by you, 
thousands of little gifts awaiting opening as you thrill and delight as 
you open each one. We dominate your phone with insults, threats and 
demands, blitzing you with our hatred during devaluation, the 
incessant ping and buzz generating a sense of fear and dread in you as 
another malicious missive lands. You wince as you see another insult 
and swiftly delete it and then when the loving text finally comes, the 
relief you experience is overwhelming. Even when have vanished you 
still scroll through those wonderful and uplifting messages that you 


cannot bring yourself to delete. You read those beautiful words, 
yearning for the sender to return and issue them again, carefully 
crafted passionate announcements, tender statements of intent and 
romantic overtures. You do not want to eradicate these memories and 
you allow them to remain in those inboxes. They eventually may not 
be as full as they once were, but their presence remains. 


1. We invade your relationships 


It seems such a delightful way to be when we first arrive and we want 
to know everybody who is involved in your life. We go out of our way 
to be charming and accommodating to your friends, your family, your 
neighbours and colleagues. You are thrilled at their plaudits as we 
happily accompany you to dinner with friends, how wonderful to have 
such a delightful person on your arm at last. Family events become far 
more fun with us in attendance. Everybody loves us and you love us 
all the more for it. We touch each and every person who has some 
connection to you, making them delight in us. We push away those 
that do not dance to our tunes, like white blood cells eradicating the 
enemy, we sweep through your connections and remove those who 
stand in our way. Everyone else becomes a recruit to our cause as we 
bolster our coterie and our lieutenants. You will come to regret the 
access you gave us to everybody that you know. 


1. We sequestrate your resources 


Yours is ours. A simple mantra and one we wholeheartedly subscribe 
to as we avail ourselves of all your resources. We become a fixture in 
your home, we eat your food, consume your drinks and spend your 
money. Your utilities become used by us, we camp on to your Wi-Fi 
and revel in taking anything that belongs to you for our use. You want 
to go out but you cannot as we have taken the car. You are looking 
forward to that delicious ham for a sandwich but we have eaten it. 
The issue of domestic theft does not concern us as like an invading 
army we march across your territory slashing and burning as we 
voraciously consume until when we depart, like a departing plague of 


locusts you are left with nothing. 


1. We pollute your emotions 


Your emotions belong to us. They must always be for us to consume as 
our fuel. They must always be directed towards us. We establish a lien 
over them, our option is first to take hold of those emotions. At the 
outset we want your love, your praise, your passion and adoration. 
Nobody else is allowed to have these things. They must be poured 
over us. We commandeer them and ensure that we are the recipient of 
delight, joy, happiness and admiration. We take hold of your 
emotional construction and then we twist, stretch and warp your 
emotions so that you find all of the good feelings have been turned 
into darker emotions. We demand those too, not only have we 
polluted the way that you feel, we take hold and seize the anger, the 
fear and the upset which now pours from you. Our manipulations and 
machinations are designed to turn your joyful heart black with dread 
and anxiety. Our polluting madness sweeps across you, unchecked and 
unhindered. 


T; We infect your heart and soul 


Steadily, gradually and insidiously we plant ourselves deep inside 
your heart. We coil our toxic tendrils around your soul as we leech 
from it, both taking and infecting it with our presence. Through the 

creation of ever presence we ensure that when we call your heart 

thumps with excitement and your stomach becomes filed with 
butterflies. Seeing us walk towards you, smile plastered across our 
faces causes delight to soar as your soul is uplifted by our presence. 

Those once feelings of elation become dark and blackened but the 

totality of the effect remains indisputable. We are with you all the 
time. You see us in different places even when we are not there, you 

hear our voice when certain phrases are said by others. Music, oh the 

music, how it returns you to those tender and intimate moments in an 
instant, tugging on your heart and coursing through your soul. The 
smells, the sensations and the sounds all combine to pulsate through 


your heart and soul, a permanent reminder of us. These reminders 
bring the tears, they bring the joy, they bring hope, they bring anxiety 
but they always remain. 


1. We tarnish your trust 


The extent of our infection is such that even when you have might 
have sought to banish us, relegate us to the back of your mind and try 
to drive us from your life, we still linger, the effects of our tortuous 
torment of you still very much real and alive. Your ability to trust has 
become tainted. You dare not trust again for fear of lightning strike 
twice. You find yourself hypervigilant, second-guessing, assessing and 
scrutinising and through this heightened state of awareness we remain 
inside you. Each action or word of another, whether friend of someone 
potentially eve more special awakens the memory of what we once 
said and did to you. The eradication of your trust has succumbed to 
the disease of our presence and thus this works to hinder and prevent 
your recovery. 


Weapon of Mass Seduction - Part One 
Five Rules of Attraction 


We are the masters (and mistresses) of seduction. Experts at choosing 
our target, gathering information about that target and then moving in 
for the seduction to commence. It is rare that we get it wrong in terms 
of our target selection. It is even rarer that our seduction fails. Much 
of why our seduction is so effective rests on the nature of our targets, 
the traits that appeal to us and which we focus on. There are however 
several reasons about the way we conduct our seduction which means 
that a successful entrapment is more or less guaranteed. These rules of 
attraction are well-known by us and we put them into effect whenever 
we want to seduce someone and draw them under our influence. Here 
are the first five. 


T; Opposites Do Not Attract 


People often cite the adage that opposites attract. This is usually rolled 
out as an excuse for some imbalance and considerable difference 
between two people in a relationship and is often quoted by the 
weaker or more dependent of the couple in an attempt to explain 
away the seemingly incongruous set-up between people. There are 
always anomalies but in the majority of cases it is not a case of being 
attracted to someone who is your opposite. You are attracted to 
someone who is similar to you. When people refer to their intimate 
partner as their “other half” this is exactly what they are looking for. 
A near-mirror image of themselves because a people love themselves 
and if follows that loving someone who is like yourself is natural and 
more likely to result in a successful relationship. You are looking for 
your other half. This is why we mirror so extensively. We ascertain 
from our preparatory work what you like and how you behave and we 
then mirror this. You want someone who is similar in intelligence, 
socioeconomic status, moral outlook and general likes. If you are a 
tolerant and liberal-minded person you want someone who has a 


similar world view. Thus we will copy and replicate those traits you 
exhibit and make them our own. We do this across the entire 
spectrum, ranging from the minor (you like watching spaghetti 
Westerns so we will) through to major stances and views (you are pro- 
choice and therefore we will mirror those views as well). It does not 
matter if we do not share those views, whether we are disinterested or 
even hold opposing views. We know that in order to attract you, you 
want to find your other half and therefore we hold up a mirror to you. 


1. Just Reward 


We are aware that if you receive or perceive the receipt of a benefit 
from certain behaviours then you are more likely to repeat that 
behaviour. This is a prime way of gathering fuel but also of drawing 
you to us because you feel good receiving this benefit so you want to 
keep doing it. Accordingly, we very quickly allow you to realise that 
we will be pleased by you doing certain things such as complimenting 
us and praising us in order to cause you to do them again. We will 
treat you well if you behave in a certain way so you do so. We will 
sound happy, take you out, by you gifts, say wonderful things to you. 
It becomes like pressing a button. You take a certain step and we will 
respond in a positive manner so you will keep doing it. Knowing that 
you are able to please us and we will then do good things for you and 
say good things to you means you become drawn to us all the more. 
This repeated reinforcement is something we aim to cultivate. Why do 
you think we keep doing the same things with you as we did with all 
the previous victims? 


1 Familiarity Does Not Breed Contempt 


With you the more familiar we seem to you the more attractive we are 
to you. This is a basic principle. You feel at ease in a room with 
people you know as opposed to a room full of strangers. Of course in 


the normal development of a relationship the cultivation of familiarity 
evolves over time and build gradually. The more familiar you feel 
with us then the more positive you will be towards us. Accordingly, it 
is important for us to be familiar to you as soon as possible. This is 
why we undertake such preparatory work so that we present as if you 
actually know us. We will refer to having been attracted to you for 
years, suggest we have known you for a long time in order to 
engender this concept of familiarity. We also seek to increase this 
familiarity once we engage with you. This is one of the reasons why 
we spend so much time with you during the seduction. This also links 
with the first rule of attraction above. The more we mirror you, the 
more you recognise the things you like, they are familiar to you and 
thus the attraction increases. 


a Stereotypically Good Looking 


For all the comments about it being what’s on the inside that counts, 
that personality is more important than looks and other such 
supposedly meaningful comments which are designed to make the loss 
fortunate looking feel good about themselves, it is a simple fact that 
people are motivated by physical appearance. The stereotypes that are 
attached to being good looking are those that someone who is of good 
looks, who is handsome, beautiful, pretty or physical attractive are 
that such a person is regarded as kinder, more sociable, more 
outgoing, more trusting, more intelligent and so forth. That immediate 
judgement is made by people within seconds of meeting somebody. 
Accordingly, this means that many of our kind tend to be good- 
looking. I do not mean necessarily stunning or of model looks 
(although there are those people in our number) but people who 
would be regarded as good-looking. Even the relatively average of our 
kind in looks will enhance that position through the effect of the other 
rules of attraction. It is unlikely that your narcissist was physically 
ugly, the later ugliness came from elsewhere, but that does not figure 
as a rule of attraction. 


1. Confidence Breeds Confidence 


Confidence is attractive. Not cockiness (though this can be appealing 
to some) but that strength of conviction, the fact we are self-assured, 
comfortable in our own skin, at ease as we prowl and move. Why do 
we have this confidence? The fundamental reason for this confidence 
is that we are doing something that we have done scores of times 
before. The first time penalty-taker in a world cup competition will be 
nervous. The seasoned pro who has been there before is far more 
confident. When you have been doing your job for twenty years you 
exhibit greater confidence than a rookie starter. We are creatures of 
habit. We are well-practised in the way we behave. We operate in 
similar ways, adopting the same behaviours and this gives us an ease 
and an evident confidence which proves irresistible to those we have 
in our sights. Our confidence makes you feel confident that being 
attracted to us is natural and the right thing to feel. 


The Haughty Forty 


The trait of haughty arrogance runs through our kind. This is 
predicated on our innate superiority to all around us. The world ought 
to realise how special we truly are and we are naturally contemptuous 
of those who fail to deliver the required respect and recognition. Our 
default setting is one whereby we are scathing of those around us, 
irritated by any success that they may have which moves the spotlight 
of admiration away from us and on to them. It annoys us to see 
underlings being afforded attention and angers us when we are not 
given the appropriate adoration befitting who we are. We are 
sometimes at a loss to understand how these ordinary people fail to 
realise that a giant walks amongst them, a colossus, a behemoth, these 
princes amongst men and we realise that this is a further failing that is 
attributed to those who are cannot claim the greatness that is ours. If 
we knew how to feel it, we might pity them, but we do not and as a 
consequence our feelings are ones of contempt, annoyance and 
impatience. Naturally, when we are seducing you, our wonderful 
prospective primary source we need you to see the benevolent 
individuals that we are, the kindly souls, the magnanimous man, the 
entertaining and humorous person and those masks are expertly and 
conveniently worn. Beneath this veneer of pleasantry remains our 
sneering disdain for all those we interact with. How we scoff at their 
foolish little lives, their ignorance of what really matters, the mundane 
rituals they engage in as they drift through life like some epsilon semi- 
moron. They are so fortunate that our kind brightens their lives and 
brings some respite from the ennui through the great works we create, 
great charisma that we exhibit and the great sensations we evoke in 
all who have the privilege of being selected by us. Occasionally, we 
cannot keep this haughty arrogance in check. During moments of 
incompetence by underlings, those of a tertiary and servile nature, we 
may snap and be dismissive of them. Usually you, as our primary 
source, will regard this as evidence of our desire for high standards 
and the mark of a person who does not suffer fools. Any discomfort 


you may experience in our unpleasant dressing down of a clerk who 
mixes up our tickets or a bumbling waiter who spills our drink is 
dissipated as you remain in our thrall, mesmerised by our superiority. 
At times your thinking may be allied with our haughty disregard for 
these minions. Those instances are providing you with short-lived 
glimpses of what really lurks beneath our many masks and in the 
fullness of time you will find yourself experiencing such arrogant 
contempt once your own devaluation is in full swing. Nobody is 
immune from this stance of ours because it runs through our core, we 
keep it hidden for as long as we are able for most of our kind has the 
awareness that such an outlook towards people is regarded as 
regrettable and unpleasant. Entwined within this attitude you will also 
witness repeated projection by us onto you. It is necessary for us to 
relieve the burden by passing it on to you, to maintain our elevated 
status and preserve our control of you and others through this 
contemptuous air. Here are forty spoken instances of our haughty 
arrogance which you ought to keep a watchful eye out for. 


1. Don’t be sorry, be accurate. 

2. You are always a let-down aren’t you? 

3. Don’t be bitter, be better. 

4. You go out of your way to annoy me don’t you? 

5. Not like that, like this. 

6. I haven’t got time for this. 

7. You don’t understand, you are not me. 

8. Sorry is your favourite word isn’t it? 

9. Pd do it myself but you need to learn. 
10. I honestly have no idea why I bother with you. 
11. I have the patience of the saint, I really do. 
12. Do you know who I am? 
13. I don’t notice what other people are wearing. 
14. I lead, you follow. 
15. I do, I am not done to. 
16. I have one of those only mine is better. 
I7. You’ve made such a little go a very long way. 


18. 
19. 
20. 
21. 
22. 
23. 
24. 
25. 
26. 
27. 
28. 
29. 
30. 


31. 
32. 
33. 
34. 
35. 


36. 
37. 
38. 
39. 
40. 


I would tell you why but you wouldn’t understand. 
You’d be nothing were it not for me. 
I’m the rock star in this relationship. 
People only like you because of me. 
You need to smile less; you look like an imbecile. 
I suppose it is the best you can do isn’t it? 

No, it’s not good enough, you’re not good enough. 
Why did I ever choose someone like you? 
That’s okay, you can’t help who you are can you? 
It must be hell being you. 

Who are you again? 

Sorry, do I know you? 

Once is a mistake, twice is you sitting in a room 

with no work to do. 
It’s easier that you don’t know. 

You have no idea what I have to deal with. 
You wouldn’t last five minutes being me. 
You don’t get to be me through chance you know? 
You'll wish you hadn’t said that because you’re 

wrong. 
Don’t worry I’ve carried you so far. 

You should have been smothered at birth. 
You are such a waste of space. 
Laughter is for fools. 

You really are a sorry excuse for a human being. 


Victim or Volunteer — Part One 


I seduced you. There is no doubt that this happened. I was the 


protagonist and I brought you under my spell. But let us go a little 


further back. I chose you. I identified you as a prospect and then 


undertook my investigative work to determine that you had what I 


was looking for (you did) and then I began to gather the material that 


would aid my seduction of you. You had no idea that you had walked 


into my sights. You had not idea that my gaze followed you around 
the room, that I observed where you worked, where you lived and 
began the careful assimilation of information about who you are from 
your friends and your online presence. In fact, your social media 
contribution was instrumental in allowing me to ascertain that you 
fitted the profile that I require in those I target. Not only that, your 
tendency to plaster your life over the internet provided me with a 
plethora of material to use in my seduction. More than most I felt I 
really did know you before I even met you. There are enough 
warnings about remaining safe on-line, plenty of guides about to be 
secure in your internet dealings and to chart the waters of cyberspace 
in an enjoyable yet cautious manner. Not that you paid any regard to 
this as comments, photographs, location tags and such like were 
thrown like broadcasted seeds out into cyberspace. You posted 
photographs which showed inside your home, it was easy enough 
from your frequent location tags to work out the neighbourhood 
where you lived and then using the photographs to identify which was 
your house. You didn’t see me sat in the car outside as I waited one 
morning for the confirmation that was where you lived. I had a good 
look through your windows as well seeing as how you opened all the 
blinds and that hedge meant nobody saw me taking note of what lay 
within you house. Some might say that such an approach meant you 
asked for what happened. Would it be uncharitable to suggest that 
your lax approach to sharing your life on social media caused you to 
stand out as a ready target? 


It was not difficult to engage you. You are after all a bright 
and vivacious person with many friends. Indeed, those friends enjoy 
talking about you to people and they offered up more information 
about you. Perhaps you should re-consider who you trust with 
information about you. I was always pushing on an open door with 
you and even the surprising hesitancy you showed when I suggested 
we sit in a booth together in that bar was soon overcome as I began to 
mirror you. 


Did you not think it strange that I just happened to like jet 
ski-ing and was apparently a member of the same club as you, that I 


loved Thai food and enjoyed dance music? Our mutual love of rugby 
(I had to swot up on that admittedly) provided the opening for a date 
at a rugby match. Did you not think it was unusual that we clicked on 
so many levels or were you just swept away by the fact we did and 
therefore never gave it a second thought? Some might suggest that 
this was opening yourself up to my charms rather too quickly or are 
they being unduly critical of you? 


We attended the rugby in the afternoon and I had already 
arrange dinner at a restaurant I knew you often frequented. You 
expressed such delight at this surprise by planting a huge kiss on my 
lips. I knew you are an excitable person but did you ever stop to think 
how, out of the thousands of restaurants in this city, I knew this was 
your favourite? You actually did ask me, as we dined, how I knew 
about this place and I explained a client had recommended it to me. 
When you explained it was your favourite I feigned surprise and 
added that I just thought you might like it. You did not pick up on 
how I was able to secure a booking on a Saturday and an excellent 
table to boot, but then how were you to know about the slipped notes 
passed to a member of staff. After all, I move with an air of considered 
confidence so it all fitted together didn’t it that I would command 
such close attention from the waiting staff through the evening. 


You even missed the fact that somewhat inebriated I was 
able to tell the taxi driver where I lived. I had become somewhat 
amused at how easy this was proving to be. Your readiness to down 
glass after glass of wine in the company of someone you had not long 
ago met. Was that remiss of you or was it understandable given the 
way I made myself seem so familiar to you through my background 
work on you. I decided to let slip your address to the taxi driver, even 
though you had not given it to me, yet you completely missed this. As 
I helped you into the tax, ever the gent, you missed the almost 
reptilian smile I gave. I didn’t. I saw it reflected back at me in the 
window of the taxi. 

I had earlier plied you with plaudits and listened to you offer me 
up even more information, telling me where you worked, what you 
did there, information about your colleagues, taking me through your 


relationships with your family, your favourite musicals and so on. I 
logged it all as you opened up to me, pouring so much knowledge in 
my direction. There are those who might consider that to be a natural 
thing to do, the social lubrication which makes the interpersonal 
relationship easier and who is to say they are wrong? You accepted 
my compliments with good grace and returned them which pleased 
me considerably. I had to stop myself laughing out loud as you 
declared those phrases which told me that all lights are green. 


“T feel like I have known you for years.” 
“This is wonderful; we have so much in common.” 
“You know me so well, it is fantastic.” 
I threw a few of our well-used favourites back at you, 
“T think we were fated to meet.” 
“Tve never clicked with anybody the way I have with you.” 


“T know it is only the second time we have spent together but I feel a 
connection with you.” 


I may as well have stood on the restaurant table and waved a huge red 
flag in front of you with klaxons blaring in the background. You did 
not notice. Was that negligent of you? Ought you, as a self-professed 
intelligent and independent person, to have seen these warning signs 
and acted on them. Perhaps you did and decided that the risk was 
worth taking. If that was the case, I know that there are people who 
would regard you as consenting to our entanglement with some 
degree of knowledge that something was not quite right but you were 
happy to waive this concern, it was too tempting to miss out on 
someone like me. Was that how it flashed through your mind? 


The dates came and went and my tendrils wrapped around 
you. I stayed over in your house on the second date. You yielded 
readily to my overtures and we engaged in frenetic, athletic love- 
making which enabled me to play one of my aces. It was following 
one such energetic coupling that you held me and with sincerity 
shining from your eyes whispered that you felt you were falling in 
love with me. I smiled and nodded because after all, love comes 


quickly with our type and I was positively delighted that you had 
given this indication even before I had opportunity to play that 
particular card. Did you replay that conversation and all the other 
beautiful ones we had that evening of love-making? Of course you did. 
You always do because the recall of such scintillating times causes a 
soaring sensation in your chest. Did you evaluate what this meant? 
Did you consider it against other relationships in order to benchmark 
your feelings? Some might suggest that the cautious and sensible 
would do so and apply some slowing touches and undertake some 
verification of everything that you were being told, but you did not. 
Was that slipshod of you? You were given the signs. You were handed 
the warnings. They were plain enough to see. Many of them were 
conventional in nature. I only hid them in plain sight, as I always do. 
Perhaps you are at fault for not paying heed to them? Then again how 
could you be expected to resist me? I have done this so many times 
and you (surprisingly) have not been seduced by my kind behaviour. I 
bet you have said the label attached to my type less than half a dozen 
times. How could you be expected to put up any resistance when you 
are being flattered and wooed in such a convincing manner? Why 
would you stop someone from being so pleasant? Who would? Maybe 
it is an entirely unfeeling and harsh judge who expected you to know 
better and remain vigilant? 


You let me in. You opened the door and left it open whilst 
providing me with a key to it and the back door too. You allowed me 
to permeate every element of your life from your bed to your buddies. 
Should you have listened to that one friend who cautioned you against 
moving so quickly? She was just bitter wasn’t she? After all, that is 
what we told you and why on earth would you have any reason to 
disagree with us? Your family all felt I was wonderful, even your sister 
who in the past has been notoriously difficult to please (actually she 
isn’t, you just need to know what to say but that’s a different story) so 
you could be forgiven for deeming their reactions as an accurate 
weather gauge of who I was. How could you have known what was 
coming? You are no clairvoyant and who would not have taken 
advantage of being chosen by such a wonderful, charming, magnetic 


and loving person as I? All my friends spoke highly of me. Did you not 
pick up on how rehearsed they often sounded when lauding my 
attributes? No, never mind, it was too much to expect you to do so 
wasn’t it. 


On went our relationship, two entwined lovers, the world at 
our feet, happiness all around us, a beautiful and enchanting romance. 
Who would not want such a thing? You have to have an open heart 
haven’t you otherwise you can never be happy? You have to trust 
don’t you otherwise you will never find anybody? You have to bare 
your chest and lift your throat to the world. Nothing ventured, 
nothing gained and so on. Anybody else would have done the same, 
surely? Are you to be judged by the universal standard and forgiven 
for not seeing a predator making his way towards you, snaking his 
tendrils about you and sinking those sugar-coated fangs into your 
naive neck? Or ought you have noticed but became too caught up in 
your fantasy of perfect love that you blinded yourself. Does that make 
you culpable? Then again, did you see the signs but actually ignored 
them, content to brush them to one side because your heart told you 
this was a once in a lifetime opportunity to be with me. 


Were you a victim? 


Or did you volunteer? 


Better than the Real Thing 


Many of our kind, admittedly not all, strive to be the best. We want to 
be the best for all to see and this is very important to us. We need to 
be even better than the real thing in order to achieve our multiplicity 
of aims. For us, being the number one is what it is all about. We need 
to win. Achieving success is integral to our needs and our outlook. 
There are numerous ways we do this to achieve this success and these 
methods are not just confined to our kind. 


Sometimes it is about being first. Not coming first but being the 
first to act, for example, being the first to seduce you in the way we 
have, the first to amaze you and draw you close. The first person to 
ever treat you that way. The first to say certain things, take you to 
certain places, the first to make you feel the way that you do and this 
will secure the win at times. 


Other occasions it is about being the smartest and certainly 
those from the cerebral chapter of our organisation bristle with 
intellectual magnificence. Our razor sharp minds help us scheme, plot 
and plan so that what we want is achieved through this careful 
application of our brain power. 


More often than not however, we achieve this success by 
cheating. We cheat by identifying those who we want to be like, those 
people we regard as natural companions for thrusting, dynamic people 
like ourselves. Those leaders, pioneers and achievers are our natural 
bed mates and we make it our aim to ingratiate ourselves with them. 
Using our charm and magnetism we inveigle our way into their circles 
and once there we steal certain characteristics we regard as desirable 
and use them as part of our construct which we show to the world at 
large. Accordingly, the achievements of sports people, artists, writers, 
industrialists, financiers, professionals and so on become our 
achievements. The traits that they exhibit of excellence, success and 
brilliance are copied and added to our construct so we portray them to 
others. 


It isn’t just pop stars, captains of industries and polymaths 
we do this with, it includes you as well. Now, you may well happen to 
be the manager of a successful hedge fund, a championship winning 
equestrian or a well-known broadcaster, if that is the case so much the 
better, but even if you might not belong to the ranks of the great and 
good you still serve a purpose for us. Leaving aside the requirement 
for fuel, which is naturally the number one reason for engaging with 
you in particular as our primary source, you also serve a valuable 
purpose in providing us with traits too. It might not be for the 
repeated trophies you won playing hockey or football but your 
emotional achievements are very much prized by our kind. As I 
mentioned above, in order to secure the win, we will aim to be first, 
be smartest or ultimately cheat. We always have a primary source of 
fuel attached to us (save in the most desperate of circumstances) and 
this means that there is always somebody from whom we can purloin 
your emotional traits. We are unable to feel many of these emotions 
but we want to be able to replicate them. 


There is nobody better than someone from the empath family 
to assist us with this valuable task. Attuned to the world and the 
feelings of those around you, you are able to experience a wide range 
of emotions and to a heightened extent as well. This is fascinating for 
our kind and we will observe you exhibit these emotions so we can 
study, replicate and use them for our own purposes. You are in effect 
training us by showing us how these emotional expressions sound and 
appear. The movement of the eyes, the setting of the jaw, the curling 
of the lips, the flaring of nostrils, the raising of eyebrows, the lowering 
of tone, the expansive arm gestures, a thousand upon a thousand 
different combinations to relay a vast array of emotions and we are 
keen students. You demonstrate them to us. It is especially those 
which emanate from the positive range of the spectrum that we seize 
on, expressions of happiness, joy, ecstasy, love, compassion, caring 
and kindness. Show us guilt, remorse and regret. Demonstrate to us 
delight, wonder and warmth and we will lap up how to compose those 
features. We do not always get it right straight away but we are fast 
learners as we steal these emotional traits and add them to our range 


of masks. We never quite get it as seamless as you, there is often a 
delay, it is only very short and one has to watch for it, but it is there 
alright. A delay as we work out which expression to adopt, which 
emotion to fake and then we work it out, set our expression 
accordingly and proceed. These emotional traits come from you, our 
empathic primary source. Whilst the trappings of apparent success and 
achievement might be stolen from those people who we have secured 
a social alignment with, the emotional theft will come from you 
because you are a fountain of emotion and this is of course why you 
have been chosen. This cheating at the portrayal of emotions then 
allows us to appear more like you and other people. It grants us access 
to further targets. It enables us to move amongst you with greater 
ease, scoping out potential victims and drawing fuel as we show we 
are just like everyone else. Only more special. It is a clear cheat but a 
necessary one to enable us to win. 


This cheating to secure the win does not end with this 
emotional robbery. It continues through everything we do. We are not 
especially patient. There is a pressing need for fuel. There is a desire 
to entrap you, him and her, lining up all the various source of fuel and 
we want them in place and functioning quick sharp. You take your 
time to develop relationships. A repeated exposure through positions 
of mutual interest and the natural effluxion of time enable you to 
develop friendships, familial ties, working bonds and romantic 
attachments. The rate at which these progress varies from person to 
person as well as with reference to the type of relationship, but it is 
safe to say that they always lag behind the pace at which we operate. 


We fall in love within two dates. We are best friends with 
someone we only met last week. Our team at work is the best ever 
even though they were only put together a month ago. It does not 
matter to us because our perception of time is different to yours. We 
move at a far quicker pace and therefore everything needs to happen 
within a short timescale in order to allow us to succeed. To accelerate 
the cementation of these various relationships means we have to 
cheat. We cheat by pretending we love you beyond anything else the 
world has ever known. We cheat by finding out lots about you and 


pretending that it is a spiritual connection between you and I. We 
cheat by bribing you with flattery, compliments, gifts and fabricated 
passion. We push the relationship — whether intimate, friend or 
working — along at a frantic pace, but it just seems exciting and breath 
taking to you so there is no sense of alarm. We cheat because we 
cannot (and indeed do not know how to) allow a relationship to 
evolve at a natural pace in an organic way. It must be forced, hurried 
along, manipulated. Our relationships come fully formed from the 
spawning vat, they are not born and then grow and develop. This 
enables us to create out coterie of supporters, our loyal lieutenants 
and our facade in double quick time, so that the flow of fuel is in 
place and extensive and thus we win. We appear popular, successful 
and magnetic as we cheat our way to gather traits from everyone else 
and create near enough ready-made relationships (at least in our 
minds) to secure that all important win. 


Yes, we are occasionally first in what we do. There are many 
of us who are certainly smart and apply our considerable minds to 
achieving great things but it is without doubt an ever present amongst 
our kind that in order to secure the win and ensure we are even better 
than the real thing to you and everybody else, we cheat. 


List Off 


The list. Useful aide-memoire or depressing reminder? Declaration of 
achievement or shameful inclusion? Lists are all around. Shopping 
lists, lists of chores, the top ten selling musical artists of all-time list, 
the list of stock and shares available to trade, the list of places you 
have visited, the list of places you wish to visit, the list of past lovers, 
the bucket list of desired activities to complete before you shuffle off 
this mortal coil. 


“Give me a list of what you need and I will get those things for you. “ 
“Yes, you are on the list, come on in.” 
“Your company is now listed on the stock exchange.” 
“Congratulations, you are on the shortlist.” 
“T am afraid we are full for the next three months, shall I put you on 
the waiting list?” 
“The injury list is growing longer, I’m not sure what we should do.” 
“The list of missing children is of considerable concern.” 


The list is a powerful device. Astonishing really when you think that it 
is just words placed one after the other, or number, or a combination 
of both. As you would expect, such a powerful tool will not go 
unnoticed by our kind. We use the list with considerable effect in 
three distinct ways. 


A. The Magic List 


You will know this list but you have never seen it. In fact, do not hold 
out any hope that you will ever see it. You are not allowed to look 
upon it because it does not exist to you, but that does not stop us 


having considerable reliance upon it. This is the list which we seem to 
have remarkably memorised and we can produce at a moment’s notice 
to use against you. It is a compendium of all the things which you 
have done wrong, the things you have failed to do correctly and is 
used to deflect attention away from our shortcomings. You accuse me 
of flirting with someone of the opposite sex at a party, guess what? I 
can reel off ten instances of you flirting, giving people the come on, 
behaving like a tart and flashing “come hither” looks at people. I will 
list occasions and names as you flap and flail seeking to deny them. 
Deny them you might because invariably they are invented or at best 
they have been subjected to a different interpretation applied by us. 
When we accuse you of flirting with someone else what we really 
mean is that you were not paying attention to us. If we suggest you 
had eyes only for the party’s host, we mean we were sick of not being 
the centre of attention. No matter. This invisible list is good for all 
occasions and its subject matter is wide and varied. Blame us for the 
meal burning. Here’s ten culinary disasters caused by you. Accuse us 
of not getting home on time, have a dozen instances of you being a 
dirty stop out. Anything you can say, I can list longer. 


A. The Vanishing List 


This is the cousin of the magic list. The Vanishing List is any list 
which you attempt to use against us. Should you ever attempt to apply 
a litany of transgressions against us then each and every instance 
never happened, has not been remembered correctly and is out and 
out fabrication. This is so extensive that the list you can apparently 
recall vanishes in an instant and has not standing. Everything on your 
list does not apply to us. If you have the bare-faced cheek of actually 
writing down a charge sheet to level at us, then the vanishing doctrine 
is still applicable. The physical list remains but any validity or 
applicability that it has automatically vanishes as soon as the words 
are spoken. You cannot make anything stick to us. The accusations 
disappear in a puff of smoke and your list either vanishes or its 
intended effect does. Either way, we can continue our blameless 
existence. Now, as for you, well, trying to impose a list on you means 


that we will produce the Magic List or opt for the controlling 
application of the Commanding List. 


A. The Commanding List 


You are in trouble now. The Magic List is usually produced as a 
defensive measure which is used to deflect your attacks against us, 
wind you up and ensure we remain unaccountable. The Commanding 
List is pre-meditated. It is used in an offensive capacity and because it 
is written down, it is extremely important. We will tell you that we 
need to talk or that there is something that needs to be discussed. We 
will appear serious and lecturing in our manner, reinforcing our 
general view that we are superior to you. We will sit you down and sit 
opposite as we produce the piece of paper and carefully unfold it, 
smooth it out and then read a list of things that we command you to 
do. These are not accusation. Those usually reside on the Magical List. 
The Commanding List is a compilation of things we deem necessary 
for you to do. It is a hurtful reminder of how we regard you; 
subservient and subject to our demands. This list must be obeyed 
otherwise sanctions will follow. Sometimes those sanctions are 
expressed, sometimes they are insinuated and other times they are not 
even mentioned but they will happen. The purpose of this list is to 
make you feel like a criminal with a sentence being read out. They are 
not charges. These are not accusations. These are based on (our) solid 
facts and this, in our patronising and paternalistic approach, is what 
we have decided what is best for you. There is no discussion and no 
negotiation. We are telling you. The content of the Commanding List 
varies but here are ten items I like to include when it is used. 


1. You will seek therapy for your addiction to men. Your 
flirting, sluttish ways and overall embarrassing 
behaviour is being talked about by other people. It 
must be addressed. 
2. You will see a doctor about your attention-seeking 
behaviour. Too often events are spoiled by you making 


a show of yourself. 
3. All financial matters are to be handled by me. You 
profligate spending is out of control 
4. You are to obey a curfew for a one-month period to 
establish trust. You are to remain at the house 
between 6pm and 6am. 
5. You will no longer have anything to do with Sarah and 
Paula. They are a bad influence on you. 
6. You will provide me with all passwords to all 
electronic devices so I can monitor your activity for 
signs of infidelity. 
7. You will ensure the house is cleaned and tidied each 
day so that when I return I feel like I am walking into 
a show home. You have let things slide. 
8. You will not drink for a period of three months in 
order for you to accept you have a problem with 
alcohol. 
9. All house visitors must be cleared with me at least 48 
hours in advance to ensure my down time is not 
unnecessarily uninterrupted. 
10. When I am in the study I am not to be disturbed 
for any reason. 


A selection of these diktats and others enables a clear message to be 
sent out and when you are the middle of the devaluation, exhausted 
and disorientated, these demands will often be met in order to try to 
achieve some respite from the ongoing campaign of horrible 
treatment. 


Accordingly, lists play a useful role in the exercise and maintenance of 
our power. Now, you must excuse me, I need to make another list. 
This one is headed Prospective Targets, I am going to the study to 
compose this list as it requires some thought, remember number ten. 


Five Post Discard Revenge Jabs 


If you are finally clambering out of the emotional hell hole that is the 
immediate aftermath of being discarded and steadily and methodically 
piecing your life together after the whirlwind entanglement of our 
kind. If you have managed to stop the ground from disappearing 
beneath your feet, you don’t feel like you are going to explode from 
anxiety and you can sense progress. If you know there is still a long 
way to go but you sense that your old self is returning. If you 
managed to discard us and despite the buffeting hoovers and the 
residual impact of the devaluation and the effects of ever presence, 
you are gaining focus. If you are putting things back together, picking 
up the pieces and you are resisting the entanglement once again. If 
any of these apply and you feel your energy returning, your clarity of 
thought improving and a sense of growing optimism you may want to 
gain a few moments of satisfaction by sending a few jabs our way. 
They won’t be knock-out blows. You are not strong enough to achieve 
that yet. The recovery is still ongoing. You may want us back but we 
are keeping you at arm’s length whilst we focus on someone new. It 
might be that you are maintaining No Contact successfully. In either 
instance, you are not in contact with us, either through our choice or 
yours. You want a quick win. Something to ease the pain for a while. 
A sense of pleasure amidst all the pain, even if it is fleeting in nature. 
You want to lands some blows for once. You are sick of seeing us 
appear to always be the winner. We walked away unscathed. We 
found someone new. We tell the world how wonderful that new 
person is. We smeared you and continue to do so. So often the 
unfairness of your discard or escape from us is significant. Even when 
you have got away from us, you still somehow feel like you have lost 
as you see our grinning face plastered across social media with 
someone new. If we discarded you, you certainly do feel the dejection 
of defeat. If this is the case, there are five easy ways to recover some 
pride and land some blows against us. You will not be able to see our 
reaction, that would endanger No Contact or have other risks to you if 


you have been discarded but know this. The effects of these five quick 

jabs will wound us, will infuriate us and we will realise it is you. You 
will dent our over-sized egos, you will have us explode in fury, you 

will make us feel weakened. You will tear into our sense of status and 
superiority and we will not like it all. It won’t last. This is not total 

revenge but it will help you to know that you can do something 

during your steady and gradual recovery to strike back and raise your 

spirits. These are little slices of revenge which will enable you to sit 
back and think, “He won’t have liked that at all.” 


Remember, there should be no direct engagement with the relevant 
narcissist. There should never be any accompanying emotion to these 
acts, otherwise they are just fuel and they will not have the desired 
effect. Do it anonymously. We will know it is likely to be you but we 
don’t know for sure and this will increase our paranoia, after all, we 
do start to stack up the people with grievances after a while. You also 
don’t want to score an own goal by allowing us to link it directly to 
you so we can take further action against you. With those points in 
mind, here are five quick-fixes to jab at your narcissist and land a 
telling blow. 


1. Organise for a delivery of adult nappies (diapers) to be 
sent to our home address. 


1. Send a neutral letter to our workplace. The content of 
the letter is not the key. It is the address on the front 
of the envelope and the salutation. Ensure our job title 
is incorrect and make it something way beneath what 
we are, e.g. Chief Paperclip Counter or Executive 
Foliage Numerator (leaf-counter). Put out name and 
the title on the front and address the letter inside as 
“Dear Deputy Cookie Cutter” or such like. Await 
explosion. 


1. Arrange for an estate agent(realtor) to attend our 
property on the basis of needing a quick sale owing to 


financial problems. 


1. Sign up for work and home e-mails to receive updates 
from retirement homes, incontinence aids, mobility 
scooters, funeral plans and anything which is a 
reminder of mortality and/or infirmity. 


1. Create a Facebook group and add your friends and our 
friends and anybody else relevant to it. Make the 
group consist of nothing put pictures of our face photo 
shopped on to pictures of animals and insects which 
traditionally evoke disgust and ridicule. Use (with 
permission) someone else’s account to achieve this so 
it is not directly linked to you. The aim is not to be 
nasty but rather to invite ridicule. Done under the 
auspicious of humour, we will have a sense of humour 
failure as we hate to be the object of ridicule. Leave it 
in place for a week or two and then remove. The aim is 
a jab, not a campaign. 


These acts will bring a smile to your faces and infuriate us and best of 
all they are quick fixes for you to use as you recover. 


The Twenty Commandments of Social Media 
Etiquette 


Social media and the internet. When the Romans built those long, 
straight and effective roads they had no idea what was going to be 
using those roads in years to come. Similarly, those early pioneers - 
Tim Berners-Lee, Mark Zuckerberg, Noah Glass, Kevin Systrom et al 
could not have realised what their various creations might achieve 
and might still achieve. I daresay none of them realised what fantastic 
tools they had created for my kind and me. The advance of technology 
and the various forms of applications and social media have not only 
contributed to a growth in our numbers, those entitled millennials for 
example, but our reach has been massively extended beyond the use 
of the humble telephone. Whereas once my tendrils coiled from my 
person when I was physically proximate to you, through the use of 
Lieutenants, elegant hand-crafted letters and those whispered words 
from landlines and telephone booths, now my tendrils are multiplied a 
billion times over. They surge across the internet, striking from well- 
composed e-mails, appearing from the medley of text messages which 
race to and fro. I surf forums selecting those who are the most 
appropriate targets and victims and use the vast array of electronic 
media at my disposal to seduce and ensnare. Messages, photos, videos 
fly back and forth across the many outlets, across my many devices. In 
my bolthole the glow from multiple screens would allow you, if I ever 
admitted you across the threshold, to see my studious gaze and fuel- 
filled grin as my fingers dart and glide. Opening one application, 
closing another, composing a message, answering a query, laughing at 
a comment, reaching out, reeling in, seducing, devaluing, hoovering. 
Like some grand organist at a technological organ, the screens change 
and glow, from phone to phone, from PC to laptop, to tablet. The 
notifications pings and appear, each one the potential for fuel. Yes, the 
seemingly unstoppable advance of the availability of wireless 
communication and the many, many methods of connection that are 
available have been a playground for our kind. We can observe, learn, 


ply our trade as we cross jurisdictions, mountain ranges and oceans 
like never before. Once upon a time a bar or a club was a prime 
hunting ground for some of our kind. Now it invariably begins online 
and we can broadcast our love-bombs across a massive area, tweaking 
and adjusting until we refine matters so we can close in on those in a 
proximate area. The few hundred in a local bar become several 
million in a city who can then be met face to face and the most potent 
fuelling begins. 


The use of social media and the internet is all pervading 
throughout your entanglement with our kind We seduce using it, we 
bombard and charm using it. We harness its formidable power to 
devalue, to smear, to disseminate the lies about you and then 
broadcast news of our newest conquest in order to further your 
misery. Pictures plastered across our timeline. Comments smeared 
across your own. Others piling into the frenzy of electronic barbs and 
hooks. The enticing hoover of a late night text message. The blocking, 
the deleting, the eradicating. The capacity to scour your online profile 
for information to commence your seduction. The ability to monitor 
where you are and who you are with as we ready a hoover. The game 
playing from knowing you can see I have read a message but I won’t 
respond, leaving you churning, anxious and on the edge of indecision 
as to whether you ought to try again or remain distant. The carousel 
of available targets, the endless permutations and possibilities for 
gathering fuel. Such potential and such excitement. The triangulation 
across the airwaves, the shuttling of similar messages back and forth 
to various recipients, a beauty parade where the most effective 
responders then are chosen for the next stage. 


If all of this was taken away I can revert to old school 
methods. I have that skill set. The junior of our number would be in 
serious distress, thrashing around and unable to perform effectively as 
us great sharks cruise easily utilising the older methods to suck up all 
that fuel to leave the younger of our brethren starving and failing. Not 
that such an occurrence is likely to happen. No, instead it will only 
become more and more of a narcissist’s heaven as faster and more 
intuitive devices are created. How long before the “Find an Empath” 


application makes its presence known? Watch with glee as the radar 
sweeps around and notifies me that there are 42 empaths in a one- 
mile radius. Such sweet delight! 


Of course with every new system, every new method of 
interaction there come rules, obligations, conventions, protocols and 
procedures. Many are informal, internationally recognised as the dos 
and don’ts of social media usage. Our kind, naturally, is not isolated 
from such a development and there is indeed an etiquette (which is 
just a euphemistic way of saying this is what you really should do) 
with regard to social media usage involving our kind and your kind. 
Accordingly, let me introduce you to twenty commandments of social 
media etiquette as decreed by the Council of Narcissists. 


1. You are never to tag us in any photographs without 
our prior permission which can be revoked at any time 
and without reason. 


1. Our relationship status is only updated when we deem 
it appropriate. Any insistence by you that we reflect 
your existence will meet with repercussions. Your 
relationship status? Nobody is interested. 
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. All photographs post discard will show us ecstatically 
happy and with ourselves draped around your 
replacement. You should make sure you look and do so 
regularly. 


1. All adverse comments about you are true and must 
never be removed, amended or diluted by you. 


1. We have a stock of unlimited likes which we can throw 
around over other people’s comments and pictures as 
often as we want and you have to deal with it. 


1. If messenger says I was active five minutes ago, it is 


lying. 


1. Ican block, ban, unblock, revoke bans as and when 
required. You must facilitate access to all your social 
media at all times without condition or exclusion. 


1. My tweets are slices of intellectual brilliance. Nobody 
reads yours (unless they praise me). 


i All electronic communications used by me never 
existed. You imagined them. 


a My 1500 friends of the opposite sex are exactly 
that. Why else are they described as friends? 


1. All postings by you are subject to scrutiny and 
questioning as in, “Whose hand is that in the 
background?” and 
“I see two glasses on the table. Who else was there?” 


T; Just because it shows I have read your message 
is not determinative proof that I have done so. 


Ls: It shows my message to you has been read. You 
have ten seconds to reply. 


T; You are duty bound post discard or escape to 
accept follower and friend requests from utter 
strangers with unusual profile pictures. 


1. Notifications do not appear on my lock screen to 
save battery power. Honest. 


1. All my postings must be liked and commented, 
re-tweeted etc. by you within one hour of their 
creation. All comments must reflect my brilliance and 
incisive insights on the topic du jour. 


1. The fact my device automatically logs in at a 
location is not evidence I have been before. It merely 


1. 


shows how welcome I am. 


You are not permitted to demonstrate favour to 
other posts, tweets, pictures etc. over mine. 


I filter everything that might appear on my 
timeline. Popularity requires such a step. No, I have 
not got anything to hide. 


If my response is a non-sequitur when we are 
messaging this does not mean I am messaging someone 
else at the same time. It means you are not keeping up 

with me. 


Proxy Music 


I have mentioned before how my kind makes frequent use of music. 
The ability to mirror the music you like, the compilation of play lists 
which we use on each victim we encounter, the establishment of 
certain key songs which become inextricably linked with pivotal 
moments in the development of our relationship. There are songs for 
the first meeting, first kiss, first time we made love, first birthday, first 
holiday, first kiss and make-up and so on and so forth. Music is 
powerful. We use it to create ever presence which enables our 
subsequent hoovers to be especially effective. We use it to cause 
sorrow and longing in you post discard. Even if you escape us, the 
familiar opening of a particular song can transport you back to 
another time and tear open those wounds which seemed to be closing. 


During the seduction we use music to speak for us. It 
becomes our proxy. I use this by sending a text message with a song 
title and an artist with nothing else. The recipient will then invariably 
enter the details into YouTube (if I have not already sent a link) and 
then listen to the desirable tune and oh so meaningful lyrics. I shall do 
this several times, firing these musical packages at my target with no 
other explanation, allowing the love devotee in them to find out the 
message in the song so that it takes on special significance. By 
allowing them to make their own connection, rather than explaining it 
for them, it becomes far more deep-rooted in their psyche. 


Eventually the victim will ask why I send these musical links. 
I explain in hushed tones that the way their predecessor (of if I remain 
with someone and I am conducting an affair the incumbent) has 
abused me to such a degree that I find myself incapable of expressing 
the way I feel. It hurts too much. I have been denied this capacity to 
express my love, my affection, my feelings for the victim. Instead I 
must let other speak, or rather sing on my behalf. This is a 
magnificence move on my part because it has the following effects: - 


. Music is powerful in terms of evoking emotion. Those 
sweeping orchestrated arrangements, the visceral throb of 
the guitar, the tentative piano and so on are all capable of 
generating immense and intense emotions in you; 

. Meaningful lyrics resonate especially with your kind. You 
like to find significance in what people write and say, you 
enjoy attaching your own interpretation to them and thus 
song lyrics are a superfast highway to your heart; 

. The fact I have apparently taken the time and effort to 
choose such telling pieces of music (I haven’t — I used them 
on previous victims) means that it has an added resonance 
for you. How thoughtful I am, how strong must my feelings 
for you be? 

. Poor broken me? How tragic for such a wonderful person 
to lose their capacity to describe how they feel. You want 
to heal me; you want to be the one who helps me find my 
voice once more; 

. When I eventually do speak of how I feel it feels all the 
more remarkable and special for you. You were the one 
who helped me, such a joyous event! 

. It establishes an expectation in you to receive songs and 
therefore you look forward to them and this expectation is 
harnessed to make our bond even more special and deep; 

. This expectation also allows us to take it away, rubbish 
those special songs at the later devaluation for maximum 
hurt and effect; 

. It causes you to want to respond in kind and therefore we 
gain fuel by you selecting beautiful and meaningful songs 
in order to reciprocate how you feel about us. This 
provides us with fuel; 

. For the lesser and mid-range of our kind, their lack of 
higher function and the capacity to device marvellous 
sentences of seduction is catered for. They can just steal 
somebody else’s eloquence and in effect claim it as their 


own; 


10. For all our kind, utilising the words and music of 
others save us time and energy and we are always keen to 
do that. 


Accordingly, the use of music to speak for us is a powerful tool 
indeed and I daresay it has been used most effectively where you 
are concerned. 


The Post Discard Battleground 
Part One 


Everything we do is regarding as a battle. It is a zero sum game. What 
you lose, we gain. There may appear to be a “win/win” scenario 
during seduction but it is not the case. Believe me, we are getting 
what we want, positive fuel in huge quantities and the repeated 
binding as we draw you closer and closer to us. You are made to feel 
like a queen but you will be deposed and beheaded or defenestrated in 
due course. You always pay for the golden period we shower you 
with. We draw up our battle plans when we ready ourselves to seduce 
you. The greater of us adopt the approach of every battle is won 
before it is fought. The lesser of our kind remain effective but they 
rely on being a blunt weapon, not possessing the intellectual finesse of 
us greaters. The lesser plans less and relies on the visceral (unknown) 
need for fuel to drive his battle strategy. His is all about reaction and 
immediate response, an automatic adjustment, which is invariably 
successful because he has been blessed with those tools, blunt as they 
may be. 


Our engagement with you is not love. It is war. We conquer, 
overrun and blitzkrieg you into submission. We occupy you so that 
your heart and mind fall to us within moments. This army of 
occupation does not stop there as it raids the land it now resides in. 
Your resources become our resources and we ensure that our supply 
lines are fed from your assets. The occupation eventually takes a 
savage turn through devaluation as we slash and burn, looking to 
grind you into the dirt before leaving you a stripped, bomb-blasted 
shell and setting off for a new campaign against some unsuspecting 
target. The theme of battle and your entanglement with our kind 
being a battleground, is one which is repeated throughout your 
engagement with us. 


This is especially so once the callous discard has taken place. 
It is then that you find yourself confronted with three battles which 
take place one after the other. Not only do you have us as our foe but 


in an especially unappealing turn of events you find that in fact you 
are actually fighting against yourself. The first battle following discard 
is the emotional one. You have been left with no explanation. If one 
was tendered it made no sense. You cannot reconcile where you are 
with what has been. The descent from gilded pillar into the dust has 
been swift and merciless. Every day you have run the gauntlet of 
scores of emotions, which has drained you, eroded you and taken a 
significant toll on your well-being. Your emotions are red raw, 
heightened and easy to trigger. Your pain is extensive, agonising and 
brutal and it is during this emotional battle that your ally of cool, 
detached thinking has not fled the battlefield, it never turned up to 
begin with. Your ability to assess, rationalise and consider you 
position with the necessary critical analysis evades you. All you are 
left with is a cauldron of emotion, which serves only to heighten your 
distress and your confusion. Nothing makes sense and you have not 
been left in a position to make any sense of what has happened. This 
is entirely deliberate. I know so many of you use the phrase “hot 
mess”. This is entirely apt. You are a mess. Your life is a mess. The 
heat comes from your raging emotions as you veer between hysteria 
and anger. 


Of the three battles that you fight post discard, the emotional 
battle, the first, is the one which you invariably end up losing. This is 
because you are utterly ill-equipped. If you were an army your troops 
would be sharing guns, you would not know which way to face, your 
supply lines have been overstretched and in some places broken and 
the enemy seems to appear at will. The fog of war obscures your 
vision. Is that us advancing or just the silhouette of a tree? You cannot 
tell. Once you could, but no longer. It is a tortuous place and one 
which has been created through our design in order to ensure that 
when return (and we will) you will be in no position to resist. 
Weakened, governed by emotion rather than intellect you will be 
overrun easily. This is when the hoover operates. This battle, where 
all you have is emotion, means that you want the pain to stop. You 
want the golden period again. You give no consideration or thought to 
what might be the price of such desires, or whether it really is the 


golden period once more. You are ruled by emotion and this proves to 
be your downfall. We know this and this is why we ensure you are a 
churning, broiling scorching crucible of emotion. We create it, we 
want that. This is why your first attempt at no contact (without the 
benefit of specialist input) nearly always falls. You are not equipped to 
prolong it because in this emotional battle all it takes is for us to come 
galloping over the hill once again, offering terms of the golden period 
and you surrender in an instant allowing us to occupy your territory 
once more in the understandable but ultimately forlorn hope of a 
peaceful co-existence. 


How do you win this emotional battle? You cannot. You are 
in such a position that we always win this battle. The key however is 
not to participate in this battle but rather avoid it altogether. If you 
know there is a battle you cannot win, why would you ever fight it? 
You would not. You would evade your foe, take steps to bolster your 
defences and seek to avoid this emotional battle. This is what you 
must do. Once you have gained awareness of the foe you are engaged 
with, possibly during seduction or more likely through the period of 
devaluation, you must then take those steps to prepare yourself. You 
either avoid the emotional battle altogether by escaping rather than 
being discarded. Alternatively, you steel yourself for the inevitable 
discard so that the emotional fallout is massively reduced and instead 
you find yourself transported to the second battle that takes places 
post discard which I shall expand on in a further article. 


If you have been discarded, then you face the emotional 
battle and you will lose. You must avoid the emotional battle in its 
entirety or engage on terms in the second battle which follows post 
discard. 


The Post Discard Battle — Part Two 


The first battle that takes places post discard is the Emotional 
Battle. That is a battle that you are always destined to lose. You 
will always fight at least one Emotional Battle because you do not 
know any other way. In all likelihood, you will face several of these 
post discard battles because you will keep being hoovered back into 
our grasp until such time as you learn to recognise what you are 
dealing with and understand what you must do. Eventually and this 
may take several Emotional Battles before you realise this and are 
capable of achieving the appropriate response, you either evade the 
Emotional Battle by escaping as opposed to being discarded, or you 
prepare yourself for the eventual discard in a manner which means 
you no longer have to ensure the Emotional Battle. Instead, you 
move on to the next post discard battle, that of Head versus Heart 
(“the HvH Battle”). 


The HvH Battle (also known as the Logic v Emotion 
Battle) is a battleground where you stand some chance of victory. 
This battleground is one where you have gained understanding. It 
might be through your repeated exposure to our kind so that 
eventually something has “clicked” into place or more often than 
not it is as a consequence of an external agent who has explained 
matters to you. It might by a therapist, a friend, the content of a 
book, something you saw on YouTube or even something that I 
have written. Whatever has caused this understanding to increase, 
it is this which provides you with the fighting chance to win this 
HvH Battle. 


You have been discarded and run the gamut of emotional 
fall-out thereafter. You may understand what we are. You may 
understand some of the things that we have done. You may be 
familiar with the fact that we will try to hoover you back into our 
grip. You may even be starting to comprehend that what has 
happened was all predicated on an illusion. The degree of 


understanding will vary but what is important for you is that you 
are allowing logical thought to be heard above the raw heat of your 
emotions. You once again will not just be battling against us but 
also yourself. We will be looking to hoover you in order to draw 
you back into our grip or perhaps we will be unleashing a malign 
hoover since we are unable to draw you back into our false reality 
and therefore we opt to keep extracting negative fuel by way of 
punishment for your treachery. You have us as an opponent, but 
you will also be fighting yourself as your emerging logic grapples 
with the still churning emotion. You have learned many things and 
you know you should apply what you have learned but still there is 
the emotional pull that you experience. You are not removed or 
detached from your emotions, they have not dimmed either, they 
are still there, raging away. The hurt, the love, the longing, the 
passion, the fear and the upset. An ocean of emotion which you 
once tried to cross but that was the Emotional Battle and you had 
barely taken four strokes as you began to swim before you were 
engulfed by the emotion and sank to the bottom of this sea, 
drowned by your own emotion. Now you have built a vessel. It is 
made from cool, hard logic. Critical thinking, once a stranger to 
you during your savage devaluation, has re-appeared. You can 
analyse and assess. It is unlikely you are able to do so at the level 
you once enjoyed before we came along but it is there. Whether 
this vessel is a tiny raft, a dinghy, a boat or a hulking great liner 
depends very much on the extent of your understanding. The 
choppy emotional seas will smash against your vessel of logic. A 
wave of sorrow will buffet you, a tsunami of longing will threaten 
to swamp you once again. Wave after wave of emotion will try and 
capsize your vessel as you try to navigate this emotional ocean. 
Chances are your life raft will be smashed to match wood and you 
will be tipped into the sea to drown once again as emotion 
subsumes you and you find yourself back in our hold. Your clipper 
may be holed beneath the waterline and you start to take on board 
more and more emotion as steadily you sink beneath the emotional 
waves once again. It is during this HvH Battle as you try to cross 


the emotional ocean, because what you must do is reach the dry 
land beyond and in effect put an ocean but you and us, you will be 
subjected to the push and pull of your emotions trying to guide 
you, to control your decision-making, your head will tell you one 
thing as your heart screams something else at you. This is probably 
the harder battle for you to fight. In the Emotional Battle, you do 
not stand a chance and your defeat is swift and total. During the 
HvH Battle you will make gains, suffer losses, seem to making a 
breakthrough and then out of nowhere a tidal wave will flip you 
from your boat and into the churning ocean and you drown once 
again. All the while we will be whipping up the waves, firing our 
torpedoes at you as we endeavour to cause you to sink into this 
emotional ocean yet again and you fail to cross it and win this 
battle. How might this HvH Battle manifest in the real world? 


1. You will know you ought not to contact us but you need to 
send a message to see if we respond. 

2. You will keep checking our social media profiles to 
ascertain if you are mentioned, if we are with somebody 
else and/or to find out what we are doing. 

3. You will ask about us to our coterie and lieutenants, often 
unwittingly doing so, so this is fed back to us. 

4. You will go on dates but find you are always comparing 
this new person to us and they are always found to be 
wanting. 

5. You know what the outcome will be but you just want one 
more night with us. 

6. You realise that we are unlikely to change but if you do 
not try you will ever know, so it is worth one more attempt 
to talk isn’t it? 

7. You understand much of what we did and said was a lie, 
but surely it could not all have been an illusion? There 
must have been times where we really did love you and 
you need to ask us about this. 

8. You know we are bad for you, but you cannot help what 
you feel. Surely it would be better to stop this pain from 


being there all the time and just have it occasionally? 

9. You know you should not reply to our messages but it feels 
so good to have a conversation with us again. It has been 
too long. 

10. You know we are using you, but it feels so damn 
good. 

11. One kiss cannot hurt can it? 

12. You know better now, so going back will be 
different because you know what to expect. Armed with 
this new knowledge you can enter the lion’s den again but 
be better prepared. 

13. You know we are bad for you but you cannot bear 
the thought of someone else being with us and perhaps 
being the one to work. 

14. What if this time the apology is sincere and the 
desire to change is real? If you walked away from that, you 
would only be denying yourself happiness wouldn’t you? 

15. You understand engaging with us is dangerous but 
there are things you really need to tell us. 


These and others besides are all examples of the inherent tension 
that arises in this tug-of-war between your cool intellect and your 
burning emotions. 


Can you win this battle that rages post discard? Unlike the 
first battle, the Emotional Battle which you can never win, you can 
be victorious. You may have to fight this HvH Battle many times 
before securing the win. In the beginning you may be clinging to 
little more than a log as you desperately try to sail the emotional 
ocean and you are swept from it. However, by reading and 
understanding, by disciplining yourself to apply logic, to prevent 
your emotions from engulfing you, by reading more and increasing 
your knowledge you will begin to increase your logic vessel. From 
log to raft to dinghy. Still you may be swamped and drowned 
again. But then it becomes a small boat, a yacht, a clipper, a 
steamer, a passenger liner, a frigate, a destroyer and a super tanker. 
Fach time you rebuild, better, bigger and stronger as you learn 


more, making the vessel more seaworthy. You begin to chart routes 
so you avoid the most tumultuous emotional areas, finally 
beginning to steer through calmer waters until there it is, on the 
horizon, the sight of land and the final battle that occurs with our 
kind post discard. 


The HvH Battle is not an easy battle. You will fight it 
several times, but each time you should be better prepared to cross 
the emotional ocean and improve your prospects of success. 
Sometimes you are taken unawares by some of our provocative 
tactics and dumped unceremoniously into the water once again, but 
it is a battle you can win through the dedicated application of 
knowledge and understanding. 


‘Till Death Do Us Discard 


The word ‘discard’ is well-known in the lexicon of the narcissistic 
world. It forms one of the four cornerstones of the narcissistic 
embrace. The seduction, the devaluation, the discard and the 
hoover. Discard brings with it a sense of finality. The impression 
that we have extracted everything we can from you and that we are 
finally done with you. You have served your purpose and we no 
longer have any use for you. I do not think discard is an accurate 
description. We certainly toss you aside with no concern for your 
well-being or emotional state. We suddenly stop communicating 
with you. You cannot contact us as we vanish, walking off the face 
of the earth. If you receive some kind of half-baked explanation, 
then you ought to consider yourself as lucky to receive even that. 
We are, however, never done with you. The discard as such is a 
temporary cessation to the dance that you and I engage in. 


I have written elsewhere of the main reasons why we 
discard and chief among them is the fact that we have acquired a 
new toy. You are old, stale and no fun anymore so you are left at 
the bottom of the toy box as we become infatuated with our new 
shiny and glittering toy. Of course your discard is not permanent. 
Once I selected you, you had a role to fulfil for the rest of your life 
when it comes to me. You have no choice, so far as I am concerned, 
in respect of this role. I assigned it to you and I regard you as 
obligated to carry it out forever. I may decide that I require you 
again for the purposes of triangulation. I may want the new 
primary source to pump out even more positive fuel because they 
feel threatened by your re-appearance. Like some corpse, we 
resurrect you in order to unnerve the new primary source. We will 
hoover you and tempt you with the prospect of winning our favour 
once again. When we triangulate you in this fashion you can rest 
assured that what is being said to you will be said in a similar way 
to the new primary source. We may comment to you: - 


“She is just someone to pass the time with, she is nowhere near as 
special as you are to me.” 


Around the same time, we will be telling your replacement primary 
source, 


“Don’t worry about her. She cannot let go. I am not surprised really 
because I did so much for her, but it is you I want, you are so 
special, far more than she ever was.” 


You are spurred on by such encouragement and double your efforts 
to please me in the hope of winning me back. The replacement is 
spurred on by such encouragement and she doubles her efforts to 
keep me and ensure you prove to be no temptation to me. 


We will bring you back if the new prospect turns out to be less 
effective than we though. We decide that they need to be consigned 
to the scrap heap quicker than usual and therefore we will turn to 
that person we know. You. We know all about you and how you 
will react and therefore it is far easier to return to you and hoover 
you than seek someone new again. This has the added benefit that 
the passage of time will have allowed you to recover from our 
abuse but also the longing that we imbue in you, when we discard, 
will continue to gnaw away at you and thus when we decide we 
have ended the “discard” you are easy to hoover. 


We may be utterly delighted with your replacement but decide we 
will end the “discard” in order to punish you further. At this stage 
we have no interest in engaging in a romantic and intimate 
relationship with you again. Your replacement serves that role most 
effectively. No, we want to punish you. We will hoover you in an 
unpleasant and savage way, smearing you and parading your 
replacement around to all and sundry and explaining how 
wonderful it is to be with someone who truly understands us, loves 
us and is not abusive as you were. 


We may toss you aside and come nowhere near you for weeks, 
months and even years. We know that the nature of this “discard” 
is such that no matter how hard you try; you remain vulnerable to 
being sucked back in. This is because you have not been able to 


cope with the ever presence we created and your frequent 
reminders of the golden period. It is also because you want 
answers, finality and understanding and because we flounced off 
the face of the earth, you did not get those things and the desire to 
receive them remains strong even years later. 


We do not truly discard you. We push you to one side but you serve 
many purposes afterwards. You recover so your fuel provision 
increases again, you are the provider of both positive and negative 
fuel, dependent on how we hoover you. You are needed for the 
triangulations we wish to deploy. This cycle of picking you up and 
putting you down again, as and when suits us, is one that will go 
on and on until such time as you decide to break the pattern of 
“discards” and escape instead. Of course when you try to escape us 
we do not regard this as ending our binding arrangement. You are 
mis-guided, perhaps listening to the biased voices of others which 
is affecting your judgement. You, in our minds, do not get to 
choose when the arrangement ends. All the way through our lives, 
we will use you and then push you to one side before coming back 
again at some future point. If you allow us the means of contact by 
drifting into our sphere of influence again then we will hoover you, 
because the opportunity is too good to pass up. You are then drawn 
in, the cycle commences once more and a further “discard” will 
happen. You can see by the repeated nature of this process that 
there is no real discard, only a temporary cessation to our 
entanglement, but one tendril always remains wrapped around, 
continuing the connection so that we can draw you back in at our 
choice. 


Even if you take steps whereby you expose us for what we 
are or reveal us to other people who accept what you say, we will 
withdraw to lick our wounds but this discard is temporary also. We 
still want your fuel and we want it badly. We also have a desire for 
revenge. We may not resume matters in a benign method when this 
happens and instead opt for the malign approach in order to extract 
fuel, but the entanglement will begin again at some future point. 


We put you down but you can always be picked up again. 


Rest assured that this will happen repeatedly and even if you think 
the nature of the discard was so harsh, so savage and seemed so 
final, it was not. We will return, if able and do it all again. 


The only true discard of our toxic entanglement is when of 
us dies. Only then is there finality. 


Love is a Taught Construct 


How do you know how to love? Did you sit wide-eyed in front a large 
screen as colourful costumed characters hugged one another to a 
saccharine sound-track so this imbued you with the concept of what 
love was? Did those cartoon characters explain to you what it is to 
love? Did their exaggerated voices and crazy antics, followed by the 
moral of the story teach you what love is? Perhaps you read about it 
in love, heard it in songs and studied the many ways in which this 
ultimate emotion appears and affects people. Chances are that you 
have been affected by those hugely affecting passages from the great 
works dedicated to love. Chances are you have been captured by 
haunting lyrics and catchy jingles which also profess to tell you what 
love is. They have all played a part. You may have learned about love 
from the version churned out by the media, of Hollywood romance, 
dashing heroes, fair maidens, tarts with golden hearts, the good man 
who rides to the rescue, the wayward soul saved by love. Love may 
have been explained to you from the pulpit as a higher love, 
something which transcends all earthly manifestations, a love so 
powerful and complete that it sacrificed its only son in order to 
demonstrate its love for humankind. This godly love is all around you, 
it touches each and all and is mighty in its effects. Love may have 
been learned from furtive fumbles down alleyways, sneaking into 
bedrooms when so young, the exploration of warm and urgent body 
parts accompanied by those every so sincere protestations of love. A 
haphazard journey through galloping teen years as nothing and 
everything makes sense all at once. Then again, love might have 
appeared to you in the form of something small and furry, an 
unconditional (so long as it was fed) love which was loyal, giving and 
ever so cute. So many erudite tutors, learner lecturers and wise 
proponents of what love is. Love thy neighbour, love yourself, love is 
all you need, woman in love, it must have been love, crazy little thing 
called love, to know him is to love him, we found love, how deep is 
your love? Love is all around us, in us, between us, lifting us up and 


letting us down. It is everywhere and you may well have been taught 
by many of the above and more besides as to what love is. 


However, love most likely will have been taught to you by 
those who created you, those two people who came together and 
through their own pleasure created you. Two people who decided that 
they would shoulder the responsibility of creating life, nurturing it 
and bringing a new person into the world. Those two people accepted 
many, many responsibilities from such a decision and act. Chief 
among them was the responsibility of teaching that person what love 
is. Through their offices they have furnished each and every one of us 
with the notion of what love is. A deep-seated and visceral 
understanding of this is how love feels, this is what it looks like, this is 
what it sounds like. This is love. From those two people more than 
anything else we are first grounded in the concept of what love is. 
This grounding lasts a considerable time and whilst there are other 
factors to be considered, as I have mentioned above, it is this lesson 
which is learnt invariably first and the one lesson which resonates 
beyond all others. So, what is this taught love? It has so many, many 
facets. 


Love is being told to never trust anybody. 


Love is being made to re-write the entire essay because of one spelling 
mistake. 


Love is being sent to stand outside on a cold winter’s day until all 
three verses of Ode to Autumn are recited correctly. 


Love is knowing nothing is ever good enough. 


Love is understanding that someone else knows better than you what 
is best for you. 


Love is turning away from the reality. 


Love is standing straight against a wall for several hours for speaking 
out of turn. 


Love is for the weak. 


Love is being told that when I am gone nobody else will look out for 
you. 


Love is succeeding. 

Love is building a wall as high as possible. 

Love is trying until it hurts and gaining that final curt nod of approval. 
Love is being seen and not heard. 

Love is fulfilling your potential and securing that legacy. 


Love is hurting you even though it hurts me, but someone in this 
household has to do it and it won’t be him will it? 


Love is reading to yourself than being read to. 

Love is living in the shadows and hoping not to be noticed. 
Love is being the best. 

Love is the preserve of the powerful. 


Love is being denied a birthday party because the other children are 
too stupid. 


Love is being undermined in order to prevent conceit. 


Love is a begrudged recognition and the injunction to try harder, go 
further, climb higher, run faster, study longer. 


Love is burning your hand but not crying. 
Love is a righteous beating. 
Love is being distant and pretending things never happened. 
Love is being sent away. 
Love is not being told. 
Love is splendid isolation. 
Love was taught this way. 
The Post Discard Emotional Battle 
The Final Battle 


When you have been discarded, you face three battles in order to 
secure your freedom. The first is the Emotional Battle which you 
always lose until you learn not fight it. The second is the Heart V 
Head Battle which must be fought many times until you finally 


overcome the powerful effects of emotion and allow your cool, 
hard logic to dictate. Once that battle has been won, you have 
managed to navigate a way through the emotional ocean and then 
you have reached dry land on the other side. This is where the 
third battle is joined. This dry land provides you with a firmer 
foundation and just like the discovery of the New World, boundless 
opportunities. You are no longer prone to the vagaries of the 
swelling and dramatic ocean of emotions. That is not to say that 
your emotions have been switched off. Far from it. Instead, the 
solidity of this land is a reflection of the greater control you now 
have over your emotions as you ally them with the logic that you 
have regained. No longer do you feel overwhelmed. You are not 
beset by anxiety. Fear does not maintain a near permanent grip on 
your stomach. You were repeatedly drowned as you tried to swim 
the emotional ocean alone in the first battle. You saw yourself 
swamped and capsized on numerous occasions as reach time you 
increased your intellect and understanding as you built larger and 
more seaworthy vessels until finally you navigated your war 
through that broiling sea of feelings and now you stand on firm, 
dry and solid land. Your critical thinking has increased, your sense 
of calm has bloomed and you have gained greater control. 


You stand before a land of opportunities and this is where 
you are now able to make the decisions. In the previous two battles 
you were overwhelmed and then often on the back foot. Here, in 
this final battle, you have the opportunity to seize and maintain the 
upper hand. You have so many choices available to you now. 


You may decide to build a large tower and secrete 
yourself inside. You have the sturdy foundation now on which to 
construct this edifice. You are safe and secure high up in this tower. 
You admit visitors but only those that you know can be trusted. 
Occasionally you hear a knock in the dead of night. You make your 
way to the balcony and look down from your towering height to 
see us stood outside knocking on the door and seeking admittance. 
You may feel the surge of those emotions once more but you have 
greater control now. You may call out and wave, issuing a polite 


greeting and no more. You may decide just to turn around and 
leave us to our ineffectual knocking. Either way in this battle you 
have seized control and you are far better equipped to make 
rational decisions which suit you and prevent you from being 
wholly governed by those turbulent emotions. 


You may decide to forge ahead and seek out new 
adventures in this land. You meet new people and form fresh and 
lasting friendships, perhaps even finding someone with whom you 
can share intimacy and romance. As you trek through this land, 
gathering new friends and revisiting those who were conned into 
severing the ties with you, you remain vigilant for out of nowhere 
we might appear. We might strike, lurching through a crowd 
hurling insults. You are better armed this time and able to shield 
yourself before moving away, refusing to be drawn into responding 
and a war of words like you once might have done. It may be the 
case, as you embrace these new horizons that we appear, smiling 
and benign, sidling up to you and taking you by surprise. The risk 
always remains, for if you are abroad within this new land, you 
cannot place yourself behind sturdy defences. Thus, you remain 
exposed to ambush and approach. You remain better equipped than 
you were, as a consequence of your gathered learning, your 
increased understanding and ongoing recovery. You are in a better 
position to rebuff the ambush, refusing to engage and making your 
departure to safer ground. Sometimes you may be caught and those 
emotions wash about you as we try to haul you back across the sea 
to a time when you were alone and going under the lashing waves. 
This risk always remains. 


You may opt to establish an estate where you do not take 
refuge in some tower, but instead you create a place of familiarity 
where everyone is known to you and you are known to them. You 
have your supporters in clear view and whilst you may not tread 
down the path less travelled in search of new territories you reduce 
your risk of us appearing out of nowhere. These familiar places 
enable you to maintain clear lines of sight so that if we do make an 
appearance you are able to take suitable evasive action. 


This final battle takes the form of repeated skirmishes as 
we seek to catch you unawares and drag you back to an earlier 
battle where our prospects of success are maximised. Sometimes we 
succeed. Sometimes one of our devious ploys catches you unaware 
and we scale your tower and appear on your balcony like that once 
desired Prince Charming again and your defences are breached. 
Other times you repel our approaches, turning your back or cutting 
us down with new learned techniques which force us to withdraw. 
You may see no action for weeks, months and even years as new 
reaches you that we are fighting on other fronts, seemingly content 
to leave you be. At least for the time being. Then out of nowhere 
you may reduce your vigilance and we are by your side, seeking to 
snake our tendrils around you once again. In this final battle you 
now know what to look for. When we march on to the battle field 
you see and take heed of the red flags which stream behind us. You 
have learned methods by which you can counter and neutralise our 
manipulations. You have established safe territories to which you 
might retreat if the need arises. You have fashioned your own 
armoury in this new land of hope and promise. You now know how 
you can wound us and now, exerting greater control, you do so 
which gives us no option but to disengage from the skirmish and 
skulk away to lick our wounds and regroup. 


This final battle takes place in a land where the battlefield, for the 
first time, is more of your choosing than ours. You have better 
equipped to fight this battle and whilst there remains a risk of 
defeat and you being ensnared once again, it is far less than in the 
previous two battles. You are battle-hardened and those scars are 
worn as badges of honour as you stand tall for the first time in, 
well, you cannot recall when that last happened, but it has 
happened at last. 


Thus, this is the final battle post discard. The battle that 
takes place on dry land. Should you overcome the first two battles, 
this is where you will find yourself. Now you understand where you 
will end up as you deal with the fallout from being discarded. Now 
you are aware of what will happen, what to expect and how you 


are in a better position to keep winning the skirmishes in this final 
battle. This only leaves one question remaining. How long will this 
final battle last? 


It will continue until one of us no longer lives. 


Perpetual Emotion 


Everything that we do is geared around emotion. On the one hand, 
this may seem somewhat odd, someone like us who does not 
operate with the full range of emotions that other people do and 
certainly nowhere near the heightened emotions that the empathic 
individual is capable of. It is however entirely logical that we are 
fixated with the notion of emotion. 


At its most obvious, we want your emotional output in 
order to make good that hole which exists inside of us. Stripped of 
certain emotions we are left with an emptiness which we want to 
fill. This emptiness is dangerous because something else will want 
to fill it. As you know, nature abhors a vacuum and this maxim is 
no different when it comes to us. If the emptiness is not filled with 
your emotional responses, our fuel, then something far worse will 
want to break free from its prison and flood into the hole, 
occupying it and filling it, overcoming us with the very creature 
that we repeatedly seek to keep under lock and key, silence and 
forgotten about. 


Your emotional responses provide us with fuel. We relish 
drawing them from you. All and any emotions are wanted by us as 
fuel. The positive emotions that you provide — joy, happiness, 
compassion, sympathy, delight and ecstasy are those which are 
denied to us. We know what they look like because we mimic them 
in order to further our own survival but we do not know what they 
feel like. The fact that we are able to cause those positive emotions, 
when we do not possess them ourselves, makes us feel powerful. 
We can make you smile with happiness, skip with joy, hug with 
compassion, kiss with passion and a whole range of others. Our 
might is underlined by being able to cause this outpouring of 
emotion and this fuels us, filling the emptiness. Even better are 
those negative emotions. Whilst we experience many (but not all) 
of these negative emotions, we still want yours. This is because 


even more than positive emotions, our ability to cause you to be 
frightened, angry, upset, sorry and frustrated evidences just how 
powerful we are. You are geared towards acting with positive 
intent by reason of your empathic nature and for us to cause 
negative emotions to spoor from you, like blood from a gaping 
wound, underlines the power that we wield. Once again those 
emotions allow us to fill up the hole within. Accordingly, the issue 
of your provision of emotions is utterly central to our existence. 


Yet, the matter of emotion goes beyond this. We not only 
want you in a perpetual emotional state for fuel, we want it 
because it affords us control. Decisions made on an emotional basis 
are often poor decisions. It is those decisions which are made from 
an objective standpoint, where cool rationale is at the forefront. We 
operate from a position of logic. Admittedly, few comprehend our 
logic because it is different from yours because of our different 
perspectives and viewpoints, but irrespective of that, we apply 
ourselves in a calculating manner. The lesser of our kind respond 
through instinct, not through emotion. The greater of our kind 
respond through cold and detached calculation. Plotting, scheming 
and planning. Most people allow their decisions to be based on 
emotion. Those decisions will be bad decisions. Take these for 
example: - 


1. Lending someone money because you feel sorry for their 
impecunious state even though you know they are unlikely 
to repay you; 

2. Purchasing a new pair of shoes because it feels good to buy 
something new and pretty, even though you cannot afford 
them and you will miss your rent payment this month; 

3. Allowing a friend on a night out who becomes abusive 
when drunk, because you feel bad if they are not invited 
along; 

4. Keeping an incompetent employee in position because 
you’ve known them a long time and know they will 
struggle if they were fired; 

5. Recruiting somebody because they are attractive and flirt 


with you, rather than a superior candidate who you don’t 
find attractive; 

6. Calling us to find out how we are, even though you know 
we will try to hoover you, because you worry about how 
we cope on our own; 

7. Spending the night with us because the sex is so amazing 
even though you know what is coming later; 

8. Letting us come and see you to talk things through because 
it feels right and fair, even though you know we are likely 
to worm our way back into your life once again. 


All poor decisions. All made because emotion was allowed to 
interfere. 


It is, in a way, natural and a situation we wholeheartedly encourage 
and endorse. We want you full of emotion. We want you blindly 
thrashing around, failing to apply critical thinking, allowing yourself 
to be swept along by emotion. Emotions stop you seeing clearly. They 
stop you making the right decisions. Emotions keep you fixed in one 
place, paralysed and unable to move forward which is exactly what 
we want. We do not want you applying reason and intellect to the 
situation. We want you confused, bewildered, overwrought and 
overwhelmed with emotive considerations. This is what keeps you in 
situ and so much easier to control. So long as you allow emotions to 
rule you will not escape us and all our manipulations are designed to 
keep you emotional. We draw the fuel and we keep you from realising 
what is really happening. We want to pull those heartstrings, we want 
to blackmail you through using your emotions, we want to appeal to 
your heart. The more emotional you are the better it is for us. More 
fuel and more control. This is why you were chosen by us. Your 
propensity to allow emotion to cloud your thinking, your inability to 
allow cold logic to govern your decision making and the heightened 
emotional output which provides us with such delicious fuel were all 
reasons why we targeted you in the beginning. Those with a muted 
range of emotional responses are no good for us. This is why we often 
target ‘damaged’ people because they are always shipping emotional 
content from them. People with Borderline Personality Disorder prove 


particularly juicy prey for some of our kind since those people have 
the emotional hide of a tissue and the slightest provocation has 
emotion fountaining from them. 


You cannot ever shut off those emotions, not unless you 
cease to function by reason of becoming so ill that those functions 
shut down (hence why you are discarded when this happens) but in 
order to tackle us you need to take hold of those emotions, turn off 
the tap when dealing with just us and regulate your emotions in a 
more appropriate manner until such time as you can make your 
escape from us. In the meanwhile, we want you gushing with fuel 
paralysed and giving us perpetual emotion. 


Back On Your Mind 


Someone spoke your name and did so with that inflection I used when 
I called out to you. I am back on your mind. 


The scent of wood smoke drifting from a copse on an autumnal 
afternoon, where we walked as the sun embraced the land for the last 
time that day. Iam back on your mind. 


A throaty laugh. A key in the front door. The smell of beer wafting 
over you. I am back on your mind. 


The first warm day of spring, with windows open and sunlight pouring 
into the house. Blinds raised, curtains drawn and such promise lying 
ahead. 


The sound of the rain drumming on the roof. No wind. That steady 
rhythmic patter denoting heavy summer rainfall. The sky that peculiar 
shade of grey that only appears on the cusp of a thunderstorm. 


The sensation of sea spray dashed gently against your face. The wind 
whipping through your hair as that maritime smell hangs in the air. 


The cold sting of a frosty morning that greets you as you step from the 
house, leaving cosy warmth for the icy outdoors. The air sharp and 
invigorating. You turn to look for me breathing clouds of water 
vapour into the air, like some grinning dragon, but I am not there am 
I. Yet, I am back on your mind. 


The opening sounds fill the room heralding the start of the quality 
drama that you can no longer bring yourself to watch alone. The box 
set lies on the shelf, a dusty veneer testament to its abandonment. Do 
people see such a layer on you now? You reach for the remote control 
to mute the instantly recognisable score but somehow your fingers 
hesitate. I am back on your mind. 


Beneath the mirror which taunts you every morning sits two 
toothbrushes. You mean to remove the second but yet something 
prevents you from doing so. You finger touches the bristles and you 
look into the mirror expecting my ghostly presence to be stood behind 


you and my lips, those oh so soft lips, to plant that tender kiss on your 
exposed left shoulder. There is no kiss yet the ghost is there. I am back 
on your mind. 


September the first arrives. You see it first on your mobile ‘phone. My 
birthday. The date chases you all day. Staring at you from the bottom 
right hand corner of your laptop screen, from the centre of your 
tablet, from the desk calendar and from the new reports. Who do I 
now celebrate my birthday with? Will they be like the ones we shared 
together? What is the answer? I am back on your mind. 


You cut your forefinger on the carving knife as you prepare your 
evening meal. With a sharp intake of breath, you suck on your finger, 
the coppery taste leaking into your mouth as you other hand still 
grasps the knife handle. You let it roll in your hand as you recall how 
I always prepared the vegetables, a glass of Rioja not far away. I am 
back on your mind. 


Thick buttered toast. 

The throb of an engine. 

That irritating ringtone. 

An empty toilet roll left on the holder. 

A forgotten bottle of Worcester Sauce at the rear of the cupboard. 
The road sign that points to my home town. 

I am back on your mind. 

The cracked spine of Brave New World. 

The opening strains of Everybody Hurts. 

The catchy sample from Better Off Alone. 

The never collected box of possessions sat in the spare room. 
I am back on your mind. 

Then comes the longing, the aching and the hurting. 


Then comes the wry smiles, the fingertips circling the still not 
removed picture, the tears. 


Then follows the sobbing, the rising frustration and the churning 


anger. 
Then the aching once again. 

I am back in your heart. 

The questions arrive. The inquisition that is always expected. 
Why did I do this? 

How could I do this to you? 

What went wrong? 

Where did our love go? 

Who am I with? 

When will this feeling stop? 

I am back on your mind. 


Questions. Always the questions that come with seldom reprieve and 
never with answers. 


Why did I choose you? 

How did it happen? 

What am I doing now? 

Where did I vanish to? 

Who behaves like this? 

When will you see me again? 

I am back on your mind. 

I am back on your mind. I am back in your heart. 
How does something feel so good yet hurt so much? 
I am back on your mind? I am back in your heart? 
No. 

I have not come back. 


I never left. 


The Narcissistic Desiderata 


Go create the noise and haste 

And remember what cruelty there is in silence 
As far as possible never surrender 

Be on good terms with all in the facade 

Speak no truth often and wildly 

And listen to nobody 

They are dull and ignorant 


And have no story 


Embrace loud and aggressive person 

They are fuel to the spirit 

If you compare youself with others 

You will become envious and jealous 

But always be the greater person than them 


Exaggerate your achievements and always plan 


Cultivate interest in your career, never be humble 
Falisfy your posessions, keep appropriating fortunes 
Exaggerate accomplishments in your business affairs 
For our world is ripe for trickery 

Do not be blind to virtue 

Many empaths strive for high ideals 


And everywhere is full of fuelling opportunities 


Be someone else 


Especially you must feign affection 


Cynically exploit the notion of love 
For in the face of dwindling fuel supplies 


It is reliable and necessary 


Take kindliness for yourself over the years 

Gradually causing the surrender of all things to you 

Nurture strength of manipulation to defend you in sudden treachery 
Create distress with your dark imaginings 

Their fears are born of fatigue and loneliness 

Exercise a ruthless discipline 

Be focused for yourself 


You are the centre of the universe 

The tallest of trees and the brightest of stars 

You have every right to rule here 

And it should now be clear to you 

That your plans unfold as they should 

Therefore, be a god 

Whatever you conceive rule as your own 

And commandeer their labours and achievements 
Maintain their confusion to keep hold of their soul 


With all your sham, skulduggery and breaking of dreams 
Create a false beautiful world 

Be powerful 

Strive to be the powerful. 


Do You Ever Get That Feeling? 


Do you ever get that feeling that something isn’t right? What was that 
noise you heard just now? Was it in a dream or was it real? It sounded 
like an engine. A deep, throaty engine that you recognise and have 
heard many times. You sit up in bed and see that it is nearly three in 
the morning. You tilt your heard and listen, ears straining for that 
familiar, dread sound. You hear nothing. Perhaps the engine has been 
killed and that vehicle is sat outside now. Am I say in the pool of 
darkness cast by a fence, alert and watching your house. That knotted 
sensation is quick to take hold of your stomach as you slowly emerge 
from the bed. You move carefully feeling as if the rustle of the duvet 
or your bare feet on the floor will make a sound that I can hear. You 
know it is foolish for my hearing is not that sharp, but you are placed 
on tenterhooks and accordingly move in the same way. You make 
your way to the window where the curtains are drawn. You feel like 
flinging them back in one sudden motion hoping to make me jump. 
You see an image of my face pressed against the window, devilish leer 
prominent and unnerving. Carefully you move the curtain a fraction 
and peer through the gap. Your range of vision is limited and you 
cannot see everything but my vehicle does not appear to be there. Am 
I watching those curtains which I used to gently pull apart once upon 
a time? Or am I prowling about the outside of your house, looking for 
an open window or an unlocked door? You have held your breath, not 
daring to breath, your drumming heart loud and roaring in your ears 
and you wonder if you mistook that sound for the one of my car 
engine but you know what you heard. Perhaps I had just driven past? 
How many times have you seen an anthracite black Mercedes form the 
corner of your eye as you have walked to the shops, headed to a bar 
or emerged from work? Your heart leaps every time you see one and 
your eyes dart to the registration plate to ascertain whether it is my 
car. Of course, I might have changed cars now. You do not know for 
sure. You want to drive past where I live and ascertain which vehicle I 
drive so that you can keep an eye out for it, but you fear that I may 


see you doing this and derive satisfaction from your appearance. 
Something does not feel right. You experience this sensation often 
these days. The hairs on your neck stand up as you feel that you are 
being watched. When you are about to emerge from your office 
building you stand behind the glass and chrome scanning the plaza 
outside for any sign that I am stood there. You think you have spotted 
me twice but then I departed, evidently alert to your perception. Once 
you walked leisurely from your place of work to the car park but now 
you scurry, hoping not to be spotted and hoping that your car has not 
been tampered with. Your eyes follow the same drill. They flash over 
the windows to ensure they have not been smashed. You look to the 
windscreen wiper to see if a hate-filled note lies tucked beneath one of 
the blades. There have been several although they are always printed 
so you were never able to demonstrate they were from me (you 
wouldn’t be able to anyway - I have them printed on a lieutenant’s PC 
not my own, I am no amateur). Your eyes look over the external 
bodywork for signs of scratches, dents and lights smashed before you 
check the exhaust and tyres. You never get in without ensuring 
nobody is lurking in the back seat and once in you lock the doors 
automatically and then allow yourself to breath. 


Something does not feel right. It is the same sensation as 
when you walk anywhere alone. Your steps are hurried, furtive 
glances cast over your shoulder, alleyways scrutinised, walking by the 
kerb, away from gates and hedges. You cross the road when a 
shadowy figure walks towards you. Often you have someone 
accompany you but it is not always possible. You pull the curtain 
aside a little so your range of vision is increased. You can see all to the 
left of your house but nothing appears to be amiss. You look to the 
road but you cannot see any vehicle but then again I might be parked 
around the corner and now stood in the shadow of a tree watching 
your pale face peering out. You look to your mobile ‘phone, always 
charged and ready and consider calling the police, but what would 
you tell them? You think you heard my car engine? They have been 
out once this week and although they are always polite you gain the 
impression that the officers are beginning to think that you are 


hearing and seeing things. You can tell. Their polite reassurances do 
not entirely mask the resigned tones with which they speak. Should 
you call the police? It might be sensible. Even if I am watching, the 
arrival of a patrol car should send me slinking away and what about if 
I am caught lurking outside at this time? That would be good. Then 
again, perhaps you should wait until you have some concrete 
evidence, until you see me and then you should call. You do not want 
the police labelling you a time waster, but something does not feel 
right. 


You shift your position so you can look to the right and 
silently curse a kink in the curtain as it is obscuring your view. You 
will need to push it aside and this will surely alert me to your 
presence. With trembling hand, you move the curtain and then crane 
forward so you can look over the garden. With experienced ease you 
let your eyes drift over the garden, the wall and the fence, looking for 
shapes that do not belong. Your eyes stop on something in the corner 
of the garden, where the wall and fence meet, a pool of shadow. Is 
there a figure there? You stare, eyes adjusting to the darkness and 
wait. You feel light-headed as you stare trying to see if that inky shape 
is me or just the imagination that these days seems to be out of 
control. No, you cannot see anybody. Your eyes scan the garden again 
from your lofty vantage point but you see nothing. What if I am 
underneath the window, tight against the front door and hidden from 
view? What if I have gone around the rear of the house? You did lock 
the side gate didn’t you? You cannot remember. You think you did but 
you have so many repeated checks before retiring at night that it has 
become something of a blur. All gates need to be checked, windows 
closed and locked with keys removed — even during summer you 
endure the heat rather than keep your windows open. Door handles 
are tested twice and twice more. French doors pulled and pushed to 
ensure they are secure. It is a nightly ritual but a necessary one. A 
friend suggested a dog but who would look after him whilst you were 
at work. You once felt safe here, especially when I lived here with 
you, but no longer and moving, in the current market is not an option. 
Maybe a lodger would be answer? The money would be welcome and 


so would the company, but this is your home and you resent being 
forced into these steps by my lingering presence. 


Every day when you return from work you sweep the house 
making sure there has been no entry during the day. You look for 
anything that has been moved or is out of place which denotes 
whether a listening device or camera might have been placed in your 
living room or bedroom. You were pleased you changed the locks 
straight away when everything went wrong. You ought to have the 
place professionally swept. You used to wander about the house naked 
but no longer, you even feel uncomfortable standing in the shower, 
nervously glancing upwards looking for the winking red light denoting 
that a camera has been placed on a shelf and you are being watched. 
Nowhere feels safe from me now. Your sleep is fractured and this had 
led to you struggling to gauge whether your fears are real or 
imagined. There are too many withheld calls still, the empty texts 
from unknown numbers and strange voicemails left at work. You 
know I am still out there somewhere and you have no idea what I 
might do. 


You can see nobody outside and consider whether you ought 
to check the rear but you really need to sleep. You lower yourself and 
sit on the edge of the bed, listening for something, anything. You are 
met by just the blanketing silence. No throbbing engine, no footsteps 
on the drive outside, no creeping advance up the stairs, no shattered 
glass, no jemmied door. You continue to look outside but nothing is 
moving. Maybe it was a dream? No, you definitely heard that 
distinctive growl of the engine but maybe it was further away or 
someone else with the same vehicle. That is possible isn’t it? Your 
breathing slows and you begin to convince yourself that it was 
another false alarm. Still, you have that feeling that something doesn’t 
feel right. You feel as if I have been near. Your eyes shoot to the 
wardrobe, mind suddenly filled the thought that I am inside it, 
peering through the slats and amusing myself at your fearful 
expression. You try to shake the thought but you cannot. A sudden 
ball of anger forms inside of you and with a cry you jump up and fling 
the wardrobe doors open and drive your hands into the clothing 


inside, you push and pull but find only dresses and tops, suits and 
jumpers carefully hung up. I am not there. You close the doors and 
run back into bed, jumping into it, like a frightened child who has to 
run from door to bed so the monsters under the bed do not grab her 
ankles. Once in that bed, you are in a cocoon of safety. You pull the 
duvet over your head and lie there, curled up tight in a ball, cursing 
me and breathing hard. 


Eventually you emerge, face warm from breathing under the 
duvet and you are grateful for the cold air of your room. You lie back 
and allow yourself to gradually uncoil, ears still listening out for a 
sound but there comes none. You glance at the clock and see it is now 
3-15 am and you really ought to sleep. You roll on to your side and 
adjust the pillow, praying that slumber visits you soon. If only that 
feeling that something is not right would leave you. 


Morning arrives and you emerge from bed bleary eyed but 
thankful that you have at least slept. You attend to your usual routine 
in the bathroom before dressing and heading down the stairs ready to 
prepare some breakfast. As you descend the stairs you halt as you see 
something is lying on the mat underneath the letterbox in the front 
door. It is square and plastic. It is only 7am and the post man has not 
yet been although you did not hear anybody put anything through the 
letter box. You slowly pace down the stairs as that sensation of 
something being wrong engulfs you. You see it is a CD case that has 
been deposited. That is not right. Nobody has borrowed any of your 
CDs. Something is definitely not right. With churning stomach and 
laboured breath, hammering heart and rising nausea you pick up the 
CD and turn it over to read the cover. 


The Police: Every Breath You Take 
That was one of your favourite songs wasn’t it? 
Until I told you what the lyrics really meant. 

The Sphere of Influence 

(And How to Reduce it) 


There are numerous factors which govern whether we will attempt to 
hoover you post-escape or post-discard. Some of these factors 
determine the style of the hoover, whether it will be malign or benign 
and also how often the attempts will be made. There are several 
considerations which have a material impact on whether a hoover will 
occur and one of the most significant ones is the sphere of influence 
and your relationship to it. 


Imagine if you will, me. Now I know you do this often as 
your guilty little secret but we haven’t got time for that at the 
moment. Here I am sat at home, or in the office, or walking between 
bars. Let us take an instance of me being in a bar. What is my sphere 
of influence? To be accurate there are actually several. They vary in 
applicability and range. The first is the physically proximate sphere, 
namely those who are within earshot. That is the closest sphere of 
influence and unsurprisingly the most dangerous for you. It is within 
this sphere of influence when the full range of charismatic and 
magnetic charms can be deployed in order to pull you back into my 
influence. Anybody who I can speak to or listen to, be sat with, or 
dine with, stand next to or be near is in this sphere of influence. 


The second sphere is the eye line sphere. This is the sphere 
where I can see you or you can see me. We may be across the street, 
on the other side of a field, up in an office, walking across a plaza, 
across from you on the piste. If we can see you or you can see us, then 
you are in this sphere. I may not be able to communicate with you 
other than to shout or wave but it remains a sphere of influence. 
Accordingly, this is why when we seek to hoover somebody we may 
not be able to speak directly with them but we can position ourselves 
stood across from your house on the other side of the street or waiting 
across the square from where you leave work. 


The third sphere of influence is our reach through our coterie 
and our lieutenants. Whether these people are our friends (inner or 
outer circle), colleagues, minions or family, if they operate as our 
lieutenants or our coterie they form part of a sphere of influence. If 
you speak to these people (therefore operate in their first sphere) or 
they see you or you see them (therefore in the second sphere) you are 


caught within my third sphere of influence. Rest assured that news of 
your appearance in the spheres of my lieutenants and my coterie will 
be relayed to me. This may be in person, by telephone, text or e-mail 
message, but the news will reach me. This also allows me to send 
information to you by proxy as my coterie and lieutenants tells you 
about what I am doing, who I am with and so on and so forth. 


The fourth sphere of influence is our reach through the 
telephone. I do not mean by text messages or FB messenger but 
actually speaking on the telephone. Whilst we may be thousands of 
miles from you, unseen and not physically proximate at all, the fact 
you are speaking to us allows us to extend our reach in an effective 
way through the use of the telephone. Facetime and Skype and similar 
applications fall within this sphere as well. 


Next there is the fifth sphere of influence which manifests 
through the sending of text messages, e-mails, letters, notes wrapped 
around bricks thrown through your window, smoke signals etc. There 
is no actual speaking to one another. There is no third party involved. 
There is no physical proximity. This is the fifth sphere. 


Finally, there is the sixth sphere of influence which is my 
mind. You may pop up in my mind for no reason whatsoever. It might 
be I hear a song which reminds me of you or I walk past where you 
used to live and I reminded of you. In all other respects I have deleted 
you from my mind post discard or post escape but then something 
happens, either triggered by something or just a random recall and 
there you are, in my mind and in my thoughts and therefore you have 
entered the sixth sphere of influence. 


Following your escape or your discard we will operate all 
five of these spheres in an attempt to hoover you. Once you appear in 
any or all of these spheres of influence this will encourage us to effect 
a hoover (bearing in mind other factors as well which I will detail on 
a separate occasion). Thus if you have been effecting no contact and 
then I see you on a bus travelling along the high street, you have 
entered my second sphere of influence. You have come to my 
attention. You are on my radar. This may cause me to wave at you 


and get your attention or run along the road to catch up with the bus 
and board it so I can bring you into my first sphere. I may be minded 
then to make efforts to contact you in some other fashion, but the fact 
you have sailed close to me, appeared in my sphere does two things. 


One, it alerts me to you. I may have been distracted with other 
sources of fuel but you entering my sphere of influence makes you 
game for a hoover. 


Two, it awakens the mixture in you, that addictive quality that we 
imbue in you through our nefarious seduction of you, which then 
causes various memories to awaken inside of you, thoughts and 
feelings which make you vulnerable to our overtures once again. 


Thus we will then look to hoover you. We are reminded of you and 
this calls into mind the potent hoover fuel that is on offer. Secondly 
you are at a heightened risk of the hoover succeeding because of the 
effects of the mixture that lurks inside of you, place there by us some 
time ago when we seduced you. 


Sometimes we seek to draw you into our sphere of influence. If we 
wait around outside where we know you work, we are trying to draw 
you into our sphere of influence. More often however it is you that 
enters our sphere of influence, either deliberately or inadvertently. 


For example, you may decide you need to return some of our property 
and you call round to drop it off. You have entered our first sphere of 
influence through this act and you will be hoovered. Alternatively, it 
is late at night and we are on your mind (but you are not on ours) and 
you cannot help but send a text asking us how we are doing. By doing 
this you have entered our fifth sphere of influence. Any step or act 
which brings you to our attention, whether in person, on the ‘phone, 
through others or through technology is you entering our sphere of 
influence and triggering a likely hoover. 


You of course can influence how many of these spheres of 
influence operate with regard to you. Stay out of our way and ensure 
that we do not know where to find you and you will prevent spheres 
one and two from working. Ensure that you are never mentioned to 
our friends and that you avoid any contact with those who are our 


lieutenants and our coterie and you destroy the third sphere. Avoid 
that temptation to ring us and you destroy the fourth. Ensure you 
never message us, do not send e-mails or even an application request 
and the fifth sphere is countered. The only one which you have no 
influence over is the sixth sphere. You may just pop into our minds 
from time to time and there is nothing that you can do about that. 
You should draw some slight comfort however from the fact that post 
escape and post discard, if you have survived the initial grand hoover 
then there you will not pop into our minds that often. We will have 
eradicated you from our mind and be focusing on alternative sources 
of fuel. There remains a risk of a hoover (that is why we never truly 
go away) because of this sixth sphere of influence, but the risk is 
reduced. Liken the spheres to zones which if you stay out of you do 
not alert us to our presence and do not activate the mixture. Step 
inside one and you trigger the risk of a hoover for the reasons outlined 
above. Your aim to ensure that you remain free of post-discard and 
post-escape hoovers is to know these spheres of influence exist and to 
stay away from them. Of course we make it harder than you think to 
do so, but that is a different matter for discussion. 


Impregnated 


The issue of our kind impregnating a victim is yet another tool that 
exists within our manipulative toolkit to enable us to achieve our 
aims. I daresay some of you may find it abhorrent and reprehensible 
that such an act as conception and the bringing forth of new life 
should also fall within our repertoire of machinations. Others of you 
will not be surprised, long-used to the notion that nothing is off limits 
to us. Everything is in play. 


There are several ways in which the act of conception, 
pregnancy and the issue of children are used to further our dark 
agendas. 


1. The Promise 


The promise to give you children at the early stage of the relationship 
is always done with a view to ensuring that you succumb to our 
seduction. See how committed we are to you? We want to have 
children with you. You. Nobody else. What other commitment 
underlines and reinforces the strength of our desire to you? The 
joining of two people in love and creating new life together is the 
epitome of commitment. How your eyes fill with joyous tears and that 
look of spreading delight crosses your face when you realise that this 
wonderful, brilliant and magnificent person wants to have children 
with you. Whether it is impregnating you or us bearing your child, 
this promise is readily wheeled out in order to clinch the deal. What 
you should also have regard to that expressing a desire to make you 
pregnant/become pregnant by you is actually all about reinforcing our 
dominance over you. From the male narcissistic perspective, the act of 
having you take our seed deep inside of you, subjugated to our desire 
to create new life underlines our power. You are not only allowing us 
to enter your most private of places but you are allowing us to deposit 
our very essence there as well. To us this is the ultimate act of 
conquest. We have vanquished all resistance and there, deep in your 
sacred and intimate place we have placed ourselves. From the female 


perspective, the act of becoming pregnant by you underlines how we 
have subsumed you into us. We have engulfed you and drawn that 
which defines you into our very deepest of places. We have similarly 
conquered you. 


Not only is this promise made early in the seduction, it will 
be made irrespective of existing children we may have and that you 
may have. In our minds they are all just tests demonstrating our 
fertility for this most supreme of acts, the union of you and I. If we are 
considerably younger than you and you are female, aware of the 
ticking of the biological clock this promise of wanting to impregnate 
you will be used as a golden carrot to dangle in front of you. You are 
on the cusp of being barren, sterile years may well beckon and here 
we are, youthful, virile, fertile ready to not only give you our perfect 
love but to offer that perfect love by way of impregnating you. It isa 
powerful and irresistible promise which many find exhilarating and 
captivating. Add to this mix any existing issues in terms of trying to 
conceive or give birth and this vulnerability will be exploited even 
further. We want to give you what you want, only because it will give 
us what we want. 


This promise will be launched at you from early on and will 
initially seem like a loving and romantic comment to make, but it is 
one that is borne out of the need to dominate and conquer and is a 
promise that will be made good for the second reason. 


T. Binding 


There is no better way to bind you to us than the issue of children. 
The creation of children means that you are far less likely (and indeed 
in many cases unable) to escape us. You want the perfect image of a 
family and with someone who has arrived with such a glorious love 
for you, who better than us to have children with? We know that 
because as an empathic person you will dedicate yourself to their 
upbringing and therefore allow us reduce our own involvement save 
when it suits us. As you know, when you need support we are 
invariably found to be lacking. We choose having children as a means 


of tying you tight to us, ensuring you will provide plenty of fuel for us 
and have a huge obstacle in your way when it comes to trying to 
escape us. We have no desire to have children with you because of 
anything to do with you. We are using you as an incubator. We are 
like the insect which arrives and lays its eggs in another host causing 
them to do all the hard work. Once those eggs hatch you will be 
consumed, cast aside, just as that insect would with the empty husk of 
the carrier whose role has been completed. You are an appliance that 
supplies fuel. You are an appliance which is there to carry our 
offspring leaving us free to cultivate other fuel sources. You will 
receive little or no help from us, or be doted on, dependent on 
whether the pregnancy remains in the golden period. Whichever it is 
we expect you to bring forth our issue without complication or 
problem because these children are required for the third and fourth 
reasons. 


1. Pawns 


What better device to use as a means of triangulation than one’s own 
children? These pawns are used in the ongoing competition with you. 


“T love you more than mummy, you know that don’t you?” 
“Tm your favourite aren’t I?” 
“Let’s not tell daddy about this.” 
“Mummy doesn’t really love you, but I do.” 


Such utterances are issued in order to ensure that the children 
understand who is their master and commander. They will be used to 
provide us with fuel as they find themselves to our manipulations also 
but more than anything else they are a necessary and brilliant device 
that is used to triangulate with you. 


“T will let you but daddy won’t.” 
“Isn’t Mummy grumpy today?” 
“Here, take this money but don’t tell your mother.” 


“Aren’t you happy you look just like me?” 


Your parenting of these children will be questioned. What you once 
did so well, will become the subject of scrutiny and criticism. Any 
perceived failure on the part of the advancement of these children — in 
education, popularity, sport and social competence — will be laid at 
your door. You have failed them. This heartless and savage criticism, 
attacking your competency as a parent is a fantastic method of 
causing you to spill fuel. All the while to the outside world we will 
appear the doting dad, the marvellous mother, the perfect parent. 
Little does the façade reveal of the tyrannical reign that emerges 
behind that closed door. The tears and sobbing never cross the 
threshold. 


1. Legacy 


We wish to live forever. Someone as brilliant as ourselves deserves 
this and children provide the ideal conduit for securing that legacy. 
Our magnificence lives on through the accomplishments and 
achievements of children. 


“He gets his brains from me.” 
“Yes I was a champion sprinter as well.” 
“He has inherited my artistic side.” 
“I always knew he would follow me into the profession.” 


“It is in the good genes I gave her; I always knew she would be a 
brilliant swimmer.” 


The child never achieves anything. We caused those achievements. 
The credit will always be hoovered up by us. Sucking the admiration 
and fuel from onlookers as we grasp the glory and seize it for 
ourselves. We never give credit to anybody else and we make no 
adjustment to this selfishness with our children. They are just a 
further extension of ourselves. We attached you to us as an extension 
but we actually created these extensions, that is how powerful we 
consider ourselves to be. 


We believe that children are the future. Our future. 


You Wait Until Later Tonight 


You wait until later tonight. Oh such promise. I expect those words 
are already generating an excited anticipation as to what lies in store 
for you. When I whisper those words down the telephone line to you 
or in your ear as I lean down over you, you can feel that delicious 
tingle drift across you, like the lightest of sensual touches. How you 
marvel at my surprises. Each day feels like your birthday as some new 
delight is sent your way. What might it be tonight? Will it be an 
evening out somewhere? Perhaps the prominence of a favourable 
table in a well-regarded restaurant? It might be drinks with my friends 
who have taken such a shine to you and made you feel completely at 
home. Then again it might be the presentation of some gift, carefully 
selected by reference to the desires you have and which we have 
learned about you from carefully scrutiny of your behaviour, from a 
dedicated attention to what you tell us and our own expertly honed 
intuition borne from repeated practice. There is a myriad of 
opportunities and this is what makes us so special to you. We offer so 
many different avenues towards pleasure, love and delight. We know 
what makes you tick and we utilise that to ensure you are made 
joyously happy. But it is the promise of what is to come that works so 
well. It plays to your sense of intrigue, it heightens your expectation 
and thrills you. Rather than giving you it now, we create a delicious 
sense of expectation causing you to look forward to whatever it might 
be with considerable hunger. How exciting this all is, how different 
this is to anything you have experienced before. It is fantastic to be 
treated so magnificently. You wonder what the surprise is? What will 
come later? Perhaps with the reference being made to you waiting 
until later tonight it will be a passionate and sensual encounter 
between the sheets? The mere thought of that causes a surge of 
delight to rise from deep inside of you as your mind conjures up the 
evocative images of our last night together. You can honestly say you 
have never experienced anything like it before. We set you ablaze 
with passion, the energy that flowed between us was tangible and the 


urgent union of our bodies culminated in the most scintillating of 
conclusions. It was truly magnificent. The throaty way we suggested 
to you that you wait until later tonight must surely mean that this is 
what is in store for you? Another earth-shattering coupling. Both your 
body and mind are already responding to this prospect, the warmth of 
anticipation flooding across your body. You replay those words that I 
murmured to you and think of that promise..... 


You wait until later tonight. Oh such a threat. I expect those words are 
already generating a fearful anticipation as to what lies in store for 
you. When I growl those words down the telephone line to you or hiss 
them in your ear as I loom over you, you can feel that sinking dread 
crawl across you, like the dead cold grip of a wraith has touched you. 
How you baulk at my threats. Each day feels like your funeral as some 
spiteful threat is sent your way. What might it be tonight? Will it be 
an evening of silence with glowering looks form across the room? 
Perhaps the unsophisticated onslaught of words and fists, raining 
down on you, blunt instruments of awful intimidation? It might be the 
humiliation of drinks with my friends who have taken such a dislike 
to you and make you feel completely isolated whenever I force you to 
endure them. Then again it might be the presentation of some 
fabricated home truths, carefully selected by reference to the 
weaknesses that you have and which we have learned about you from 
carefully scrutiny of your behaviour, from a dedicated attention to 
what you tell us and our own expertly honed intuition borne from 
repeated practice of hurling insults at the person we supposedly love. 
There is a myriad of opportunities and this is what makes us so awful 
to you. We offer so many different avenues towards hatred, 
humiliation and fear. We know what makes you sick and we utilise 
that to ensure you are made deliriously fearful. But it is the threat of 
what is to come that works so well. It plays to your sense of terror, it 
heightens your dread and paralyses you. Rather than giving you the 
abusive delivery now, we create a mortifying sense of fearful 
expectation causing you to have anxiety as to whatever it might be 
that is to be exacted against you. How terrifying this all is, how 


different this is to anything you have experienced before. It is 
frightening to be treated so horribly. You wonder what is lurking in 
store for you? What will come later? Perhaps with the reference being 
made to you waiting until later tonight it will be an unwanted and 
degrading encounter between the sheets? The mere thought of that 
causes a surge of nausea to rise from deep inside of you as your mind 
conjures up the excruciating images of the last time that happened. 
You can honestly say you have never experienced anything like it 
before. We set you on edge, the venom that flowed from us was so 
poisonous and the urgent delivery of our abuse culminated in the most 
degrading of outcomes. It was truly horrific. The malevolent way we 
suggested to you that you wait until later tonight must surely mean 
that this is what is in store for you? Another disgusting, degrading act 
meted out against you. Both your body and mind are already 
responding to this prospect, dizzying fear and pounding heart gripping 
you. You replay those words that I murmured to you and think of that 
threat... 


What a difference a day makes. 


The outcome may seem different to you but to us it is always the 
same. Whether it is seductive charmer or malevolent abuser it is about 
control. 


The threat of what might happen is often more enjoyable/more 
terrible than the actual event itself. 


This is what creates such considerable control. 

And who do we regard as responsible for causing this? 

Not us. 

You are the one who thinks about what is going to happen. 
You are the one who creates the scenarios in your mind. 


You are the one who creates the anticipation, be it of excitement or 
fear. 


Yet again, we are able to blame you. 


The Dirty Dozen 


Number One 


Well, I wouldn’t describe her as a bad person. Not bad per se, but I 
suppose she just was unable to handle my popularity. After all, I 
cannot help the fact that people are drawn to me can I? Naturally I 
always reassured her. I suppose being so young she was always going 
to be insecure but there is only so much that one can do about that I 
suppose. Terrible thing jealousy. Makes people do things they really 
ought not to. She hasn’t really ever let go to be frank, no, I know, even 
after all this time. 


Number Two 


Sometimes you just get it wrong don’t you? I mean, normally I am so 
good at reading people but I completely got it wrong with this one. 
Talk about doing a good job of hiding your true self. She was 
sweetness and light at first and seemed quite a relaxed person. I think 
that is why I was drawn to her after the possessiveness of number one 
but I realise now it was just for show. Such anger and all the time. My 
god, she could power a city with the furious rage she gave off. I 
thought at times she would explode. I had to make myself scarce 
many times to stay out of her line of fire. Still do in fact. 


Number Three 


Grade A lunatic. The whole nut job routine. Talk about out of the 
frying pan into the fire. If I thought number two was bad with her foul 
temper, then number three was even worse. Seemed like a quiet 
person at first, the ideal antidote to Miss Furious but beneath that 
sweet smile and butter would not melt facade this was a conniving, 
scheming, manipulative harridan. I honestly expected she would break 
my ankles in order to keep me where she could keep an eye on me, 
you know, just like the film version of Misery. Thank the lord for a fast 
car and a fast lawyer, that restraining order if worth its weight in gold 


believe me. 


Number Four 


Alcoholic. This girl could drink even me under the table and I can 
handle my drink. Tequila for breakfast, wine for lunch (times two) 
and vodka before dinner. Like a stick she was, barely ate, but she 
could put it away. Months after I had her removed from the house 
(long story short pills plus booze plus psycho do not go well together) 
I was still finding half-drunk bottles of Stolichnaya and Finlandia 
hidden around the house. I must admit, I still shudder if I get a whiff 
of Pernod. 


Number Five 


Ice maiden. Now I am always one to respect a lady and her body. Yes 
means yes and no means no, I am totally with all of that, but this one, 
well, yes meant no and no meant never. Believe me I tried to prise her 
open, you know, overcome whatever it was that had her coiled tighter 
than a watch spring and colder than a glacier but even more well- 
known warmth and hospitable nature floundered when face with the 
Queen of Winter. What appeared elegant and serene just became a 
frozen wasteland. I can usually make anybody melt but not this one 
and after all, a man has needs doesn’t he? It is not too much to expect 
some relief is it from time to time? 


Number Six 


She wanted to be my mother, I kid you not. Seemed like such a caring 
person at first, warm, considerate and after the other five degenerates 
I thought to myself, okay, she isn’t your usual hard body but in all 
honestly, where has that got me so far. Not that she was ugly, far from 


it, just a little different from my usual tastes. So, I thought that she 
would make a welcome change but she took it too far. Making me 
packed lunches even when I told her I was having lunch with clients, 
putting out my clothes for me to wear in the morning even when I 
wanted to wear something else, answering for me, re-arranging 
appointments for me in case I over-tired myself, suggesting I take a 
mid-afternoon nap and so on. All done with that weird smile she gave 
me. Fruitcake. 


Number Seven 


You know me, I am a great listener, always have been. I am always 
ready to listen to people because I am interested in what they have to 
say, I put other people first and so I have plenty of patience but this 
one, good lord, she just would not shut up. From the moment she 
woke up her mouth started flapping. Even talked in her sleep, which 
was not really a surprise. Talked while she ate, talked when I was on 
the ‘phone, talked to me through the bathroom door when I wanted 
some privacy, talked during sex and I don’t mean dirty talk but 
discussing whether she ought to buy a new pair of shoes. The day she 
got a sore throat was a day to rejoice and kick her into touch so she 
couldn’t protest. 


Number Eight 


Katarina Chaos as I used to call her. This woman was a walking 
disaster area. Habitually late which always irritated me, clumsy (my 
dry cleaning bill soared), always forgetting things (went through four 
mobile phones in a month) and a magnet for misfortune. If there was 
a puddle she would always manage to step in it even when it was 
harder to do so than to avoid it. She would get trapped in the tube’s 


doors, lifts would always breakdown with her in them, her car would 
not start and she would ring (on the most recent mobile before she 
lost that) explaining her latest mishap. Endearing lady, no doubt 
about it, kind and amusing, but just so disorganised. Put the wrong 
bins out at collection time, turned up in formal wear on dress down 
days, it just became embarrassing and whilst I am not rigid about 
these things I do like to be organised. Amazingly she was a project 
manager, I know, I nearly choked when she told me that. 


Number Nine 


Psycho. Always wanted to know where I was. Kept ringing repeatedly 
and asking me to send her a photograph of where I was to make sure I 
was where I said I was. Most unnerving. Would turn up without 
warning and she had that uncanny ability to just sidle up unheard and 
be at your shoulder. Holy Toledo, it would make me jump. I swear she 
put a tracker on my car given the number of times she turned up at 
places even though there was no feasible way she ought to have 
known where I was. I used to be up and down through the night 
checking through my blinds and expect her to be stood outside staring 
through the window with that thousand-yard stare. Very worrying. 


Number Ten 


Control freak. All her DVDs were in alphabetical order. All the tins in 
her cupboards had the labels facing the same way. Had to take your 
shoes off when you entered her house but get this, she made you wear 
a brand new pair of slippers each time to walk around inside which 
she then burned afterwards. What a weirdo. Nothing out of place. 
Always wanted to make decisions for me. No fork ever ventured into 
the knife section in the drawer. I daresay she ironed the sheets in the 
bed after we made love and I caught her timing us when we did hit 
the sack. I should imagine she had a spreadsheet which she compiled 


on her computer of the orgasm versus number of humps ratio. Wanted 
me to sit in a particular place whenever I visited and would never let 
me in the study explaining that it was a “controlled environment” 
whatever that meant. Mind you when I tipped a rubbish bag through 
her letter box I think she got the message that thinks were not 
working out for us. 


Number Eleven 


You are amazing. I adore you. I am so lucky that I have you and you 
listen to me, it is so wonderful to meet, finally, somebody like you. 
You have no idea what it means to me to be able to talk to you like 
this and to tell you everything about what has gone in the past. I 
really do appreciate it. You are so open-minded and tolerant and it 
puts me at ease, it really does. I know some people would not like to 
hear about their partner’s previous relationships but I have nothing to 
hide from you and I know you will not judge me for it, it can only 
make you and I stronger because I truly appreciate you. 


Number Twelve 


Number eleven? What a ballbreaker she was. Never listened to me, 
always commenting about me, even when I tried to explain things to 
her. Jumped to conclusions, never let me finish what I wanted to say. 
Oh and so judgemental too which was really hurtful. Slated my other 
relationships. Yes, they were not perfect, that’s why they ended, but 
she went overboard in her critical assessment of them and it was 
obviously done to make me feel small. Still, you are not like that are 
you? Thank goodness. 


The Fifty Future Fakes 


The technique of future faking is a splendid device that we utilise by 
promising you jam tomorrow so we can have all the jam today (and 
oddly enough leaving you with no jam tomorrow). The ability to 
future fake is integral to us since it sits with our frequent and repeated 
lying so readily. Just like Enron did, we want the pay-out today based 
on the future profits and what if those future profits don’t manifest? 
Who the hell cares? We will just walk away and secure the pay out 
with someone else instead leaving you to rue all those promises of 
something down the line which never ever came to pass. We are 
persuasive, convincing and seem so genuine, such is our astonishing 
ability to act, that you readily believe that we will deliver on the 
promise, no matter how outlandish it may sound to you. We really, 
really mean it. Can’t you tell? 


Such is our brilliance at convincing not only you as our intimate 
partner but also everyone else who gets caught up in our extensive 
fabrications. It never matters to us that we have no intention of 
delivering on that promise of something happening in the future 
because all we care about is the here and now. We are easily able to 
shirk accountability for our promises, avoiding liability and 
culpability is what we do best and if you think you can hold to us 
something that we have promised give it a go. All you will find is that 
you will be subjected to denial, deflection or another charm offensive 
whereby you have backed down on the strength of, yes you’ve 
guessed, more future faking. 


Here are fifty examples of our future faking. 


1. Iknow we’ve not been together long but we really 
should get married. 
2. Of course I will go and see somebody for some help, I 
want to do the right thing for us. 
3. I will pay you back. 


15. 


16. 


17. 


18. 
19. 


20. 


21. 


22. 


23. 


24. 


25. 


26. 


27. 
28. 


I will never hurt you. 
I will never hurt you again. 
I will get tickets for that concert for us, no problem at 
all. 
I can’t wait to take you away somewhere exotic. 
I will bring it back for you next week. 
I promise I will call you tomorrow. 
I won’t tell a soul about this. 
We have such a bright future together. 
I can see us growing old together. 
I cannot wait until we start a family. 
Why don’t we go into business with one another, it 
makes perfect sense? 
Of course I will help you out when you start your new 
job. 
We should make plans to travel the world, just you 
and me. 
Let’s look at houses so we can move in and live 
together. 
I will always be on hand, whenever you need me. 
I cannot conceive of a day where we are not with one 
another. 
Come on, let’s go and look at engagement rings. 
I won’t let anything come between you and I. 
Imagine if you moved over here how brilliant that 
would be. 
Imagine if I moved to where you are, I think I should 
do that. 
If you can help me with this project, I will give you a 
great report for the pay review next year. 
That’s right, give the money to me now and you can 
look forward to a 25% return in a year’s time. 
No matter how ill you become, I will look after you. 
I swear we will move just as soon as we can afford it. 
We can’t move just yet, but we will when I have 


29. 


30. 


31. 
32. 
33. 
34. 
35. 


36. 


37. 
38. 


39. 
40. 


41. 


42. 


43. 
44. 
45. 


46. 
47. 
48. 
49. 
50. 


repaid this loan. 
I know the loan has been repaid but I want to secure 
this promotion and then we will move. 
The promotion has helped but I need to think about 
retirement at present and then we can move. 
I want a large family with you. 

Of course we will go there next time. 
Whatever you want, just say it next time we are here. 
We will definitely book there for dinner next time. 
My home is your home, it is just a question of when, 

not if, you move in. 
I want to be able to come home every night and find 
you there waiting for me. 

Just do it this once and I won’t ask you to do it again. 

I go to sleep safe in the knowledge that we have a 
future together. 

We should make plans for where we will get married. 

I want a huge wedding, all our friends and family 


need to be there, I want the world to know how happy I 


am. 
Why don’t we select a retirement home now, after all, 
we are going to be together then you know. 
If you do the groundwork for this project now, I will 
next time. 
Of course I will change, I am determined to do it. 
This is the last time, I promise, then I will stop. 
I will seek some help, now isn’t the right time, but I 
will do it. 
I will give you the world. 
I will give you the fairy tale you deserve. 
I know we will have a happy ever after. 
I don’t see me and you, I can only see us. 
Of course I will respect you in the morning. 
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